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Summary: Eleven has lost her powers. Will is having flashbacks. Ever 
since Joyce came back from the Russian base, she hasn't been the 
same. Suddenly, strange things start happening just when they 
thought they were safe. but the upside down isn't the answer this 
time...this time...it's far worse. on top of that, Will has other things 
he's figuring out, too. their only hope: run. 


1. Chapter 1: What Went Wrong 


disclaimer: everything belongs to the Duffer brothers and 
Netflix. Story might get significantly darker as it goes on, but 
hey, it's Stranger Things, doesn't it anyway? Also if you find any 
grammatical errors please feel free to point them out as I type 
really fast and fanfiction doesn't autocorrect! 


Will woke in a cold sweat. He looked at his surroundings. No 
demogorgons. No Mind Flayers. No monsters. His new home in 
Chicago had taken him far away from all that...and far away from his 
friends. But he secretly believed that his mother had chosen to move 
here only because Hopper had lived in this city before he changed 
directions and went to Hawkins. He vaguely remembered El saying 
she had stopped here on her voyage to find her sister. Maybe this was 
where she found her. Either way, he didn't remember. 


Will shook off thoughts of the past. He had to stay strong. For El. For 
mom. Usually, that was Jonathan's job, but even he wasn't around 
much anymore. He was a senior in a new school and worked double 
shifts to help pay for their tiny apartment flat. He came home at 
three in the morning, exhausted. 


Will had never spent much time with Eleven before they had moved, 
but he knew alot about her, what with Mike talking about her all the 
time. Now, they only had each other. Even at school, his new school, 
the worst school, they were outcasts. And they were in seperate 
classes and only saw each other during lunch. People teased him, and 
that was fine. He was used to it, but Eleven wasn't. 


She had taken on the name of "Jane" at school, so as not to arise 
suspicion. You could never be too careful. When kids teased her, Will 
could tell that she was itching to break their arms, but her lack of 
powers left her defensless as they slammed her against the lockers 
every morning. Will tried to help, but ended up getting slammed with 
her every time. The truth was, he had seen how hard she had 
struggled with Hopper's death and the move. She acted like she was 
fine. 


But she always left her door open three inches. 


And then there was the matter of his mother. Joyce's love life had 
never gone well. But when she was with Hopper, she was the 
happiest Will had ever seen her, even more happy than when she was 
with Bob! His mom had lost so much, why did they have to rip 
something else from her grasp? 


As soon as she returned from the Russian base, Will could tell that 
she had changed-or rather-something had changed in her. Now, 
whenever she smiled, it never reached her eyes. It looked forced. She 
was quiet, secluded. Didn't socialize. She didn't even fuss over Will's 
safety anymore. Once, he had come home with a black eye and she 
didn't notice until two days later, when it hsd faded to a yellow- 
green. 


She spent hours in her room, pouring over articles about who knows 
what. Will couldn't remember the last time she had hugged him. He 
missed her. 


When Eleven had shown him the letter Hopper had written her, his 
first instinct was to give it right back. It was something private, 
something personal, not something to be shared. But that letter had 
been the start of a newfound bond between them. Now, they came to 
each other when they needed to talk. Often they cried. Sometimes 
they just sat together silently. Will always felt a stab of pain when El 
said her biggest regret was not calling Hopper "dad" at least once. 


Somehow, he couldn't help feeing as though all of the events that had 
happened the past two years were his fault. After all, he was the one 
who was stupid enough to run into his shed where the demogorgon 
cornered him two years ago, taking him to the Upside-Down, which 
caused the huge Hawkins Lab debacle. He had told El about this and 
talked to the party about it on the phone, but their reassurances 
didn't make him feel less at fault. 


But as the cold December air swirled around him, Will realized that, 
in two weeks, he would be at the Wheelers’ for Christmas. They 
would be staying in Hawkins for three days, and would have lots of 
time to catch up. But it wasn't enough. 


"Will?" A voice in the doorway reached his ears. "Your mom says 
breakfast is ready." 


"Thanks, El. I'll be right down." 
"Okay." 


He heard her receding footsteps and sighed. Things would never be 
the same...they would just be...strange. 


00000 
Two weeks, two weeks, two weeks! 


That was all that was running through El's mind as she sat down for 
breakfast. Two weeks untik she saw Mike. Two weeks untik she was 
back in Hawkins. Two weeks until she was home. 


She was sure Will felt the same way. She knew it from all the talks 
they'd had. But it wouldn't be the same. 


He was still gone. The letter still in her pocket. The door still open 
three inches. 


She didn't know why she did it. But every night, as she lay down to 
bed, she glanced at the three-inch-wide gap between her door and 
the wall. 


Wishing, hoping, begging, willing Hopper to stomp grumpily through 
the door and say, 


"I told you a million times, kid! No eggos before dinner!" 
But he never did. Just like her powers never came back. 


Once, a kid named Calvin shoved her facefirst into a locker and her 
nose began to bleed. 


She had sprung up from the ground, filled with joy, expecting to see 
her antagonist writhing in pain or fleeing in terror. Instead, she was 
smacked into cold, blue metal. 


She missed Mike more than words could say. And the rest of the 
party, too. But in two weeks, everything would be alright. 


Or so she thought. 
00000 


Joyce Byers let out a small sob. She had never intended for this to 
happen. She held Will's journal in her hands. Gently, she set the open 
book on her desk. 


"I'm a horrible mother," she whispered aloud. She could practically 
hear Hop's gruff voice saying awkwardky as he put an arm around 
her, 


"Don't go talking about yourself like that. So the kid is upset? Just 
give it time and it'll fade out, like always." 


"Do you really think so?" she caught herself saying. 


No. She could not act like he was still here. That's how people went 
mad. She was not going mad. 


But as she ran her fingers over her son's inked-in words in his journal, 
she couldn't help feeling like maybe she'd already gone mad. 


What kind of mother makes it so that her son can't even remember the last 
time she hugged him? She thought to herself. 


Joyce got up from her desk and opened the door to her room. She 
walked to the room Will and Jonathan shared, but that Jonathan was 
barely in, and knocked. 


"Will? You in here?" 


He opened the door. He seemed surprised-shocked even-that his 
mother was calling for him. Joyce saw crayons and paper sitting on 
his bed. He'd been drawing. 


"Is everything okay, mom?" Will asked. 
"What? Oh, yeah, yeah, everything's fine." 


They stood there. 


Since when was it awkward between us?Right when Will was about to 
turn around, she called him back. 


"Will, what do you say we-we go and buy you a real sketchbook 
tomorrow? Something you can keep your drawings in and use like a 
professional?" She watched him as his face went from taken aback to 
overjoyed. 


"Yeah, that would be amazing, mom! I mean, that would be cool, I 
guess," Will smiled. It felt nice to see him smile. 


Joyce turned around to leave and stopped. 
"Oh, and Will?" 

"Yeah?" 

She pulled him into a tight embrace. 

"I love you." 

"I-I love you too, mom." 


A/N: So what did you think? Too short? Just right? Too 
depressing? Not depressing enough? Just enough? Too sappy? 
Too emotionless? Too plain? Please review because i am an 
amature and I'm seriously stressing out! 


2. Chapter 2: Write Your Wrongs 


Chapter 2: Write Your Wrongs 


Disclaimer: The spelling of the chapter name is intentionally 
spelled incorrectly and you will see why soon! I plan on making 
updates once a week but once my schedule gets busy I might 
prewrite all the chapters so it might be like twice or three times 
a week then. Nothing is mine, enjoy! I plan on this chapter being 
told from the same perspectives as the last one, but the next 
chapter will be different. Also, I meant to say that the Byers 
moved to Minneapolis, not Chicago, sorry for the mistake. 


Will stared out of his classroom window as the rain snaked down the 
glass. It was one week away from their journey to the Wheeler's, and 
it still hadn't snowed all of December, (or November for that matter). 
The weather was more than cold enough for it, but for some reason, 
it never happened. Either way, Will was starting to think that maybe 
the Mind Flayer had come back with a new goal; to trap them in 
eternal rain. 


High school was exhausting. Especially if you were one of two 
weirdos joining the ninth grade. Luckily, he and Eleven were placed 
in the same class, but they were both equally hated, so it didn't up 
their stats. 


Jonathan was a senior now, but despite being in the same building, 
they almost never crossed paths. 


He saw Eleven looking out of the same window from across the room 
and he knew she was wishing for the rain to stop as well. The worst 
part of the entire move was that Minneapolis High didn't even have 
an AV club. Well, that wasn't the worst by far, but it sure was a 
drastic change. He probably wouldn't be allowed to join anyways- 


"William!" His History teacher's sharp voice cut off his train of 
thought. Will's teachers didn't do nicknames. Ever. 


"Yes, Mr. Michel?" Will asked, attempting to cover up that he hadn't 
been listening. That was what happened a lot. Will's grades had 


started slipping ever since they had moved in August. He was now 
scoring straight D's in all of his classes except science class. Even in 
that he hada B+. 


"What is the answer to the question I just asked?" His teacher said 
with a raised eyebrow. 


"Umm...you didn't ask a question...?" Will tried, knowing that this 
sometimes worked with situations like this. 


"Wrong! If I catch you slacking off again, it'll be a weeks worth of 
detention! This is your last warning. Now, can anyone tell me the 
answer to my question? Jane?" 


Jane was the name El used to cover up her identity so as not to raise 
suspicion. She just shook her head. Mr. Michel sighed. 


"I am extremely disappointed. Can anyone tell me the answer to my 
question? Samuel! You tell me." 


Samuel Sanford was one of Will and El's main...antagonists...and the 
biggest suck-up in the entire school. He squared up his shoulders, 
mussed up his brown-orange hair, and grinned. 


"The Declaration of Independence was signed in the year 1776, sir," 
He shot an "I'm-So-Much-Better-Than-You" look at Will as the teacher 
praised him for his, "non-lackadaisical answer, unlike some students." 
El glanced at him, the message in her eyes was clear. 


when will this hell end? 


By hell she meant "class." Will checked his schedule, as El had lost 
hers a few weeks back. 


It ends at eleven-four-five, he mouthed to her from across the room. 
Then lunch? She mouthed back hopefully. Will almost laughed. 
yes, then lunch. 


To avoid the teasing of other students, Will and El always ate lunch 
in the guidance office, where you were only allowed to whisper 


quietly and only two people could sit at one table. It was a brief 
break from what they endured during school hours. 


Finally, at 11:45, aka eleven-four-five, the lunch bell rang and they 
went to the guidance office. Thunder boomed in their ears. The rain 
had gotten worse. 


"Homework?" El asked. 
"Just history so far, but that could change." 


They sat in silence for a little while, but then he noticed El watching 
him tentatively. 


",,.Will?" She hesitated slightly. 

"Yeah, El?" He looked at her. 

"Do you...do you ever think about your past?" 
"You mean like when I was in the upside-down?" 
"Yes." 


Will considered this. Of course he thought about it. He'd been 
tortured with nightmares about it since they moved! But that was the 
one thing he hadn't told El or his mom. 


"Sometimes, why?" He asked. El stiffened. 


"I just...I can't stop feeling that it's my fault," she whispered even 
quieter than usual. 


"Your fault that you were experimented on in the lab?" Will asked, 
puzzled. 


"No..." 
Oh. 
How could he have been so stupid? 


Hopper. 


"El, you know that's not your fault. How could you have done 
anything to-" 


"I could've taken his place! I could've gone with them to fight! If 
Dustin and his girlfriend hadn't sung that stupid song then H-" El's 
voice broke and her head fell into her arms. After a few moments, her 
shoulders started to shake. 


Will felt tears spring into his eyes. He wanted to tell her he knew how 
she felt-and he did-he thought he'd lost everything in the upside 
down. They believed him dead. They moved on. Except his mom. 


Wait. 


They believed him dead...except his mother...they believed him dead...but 
he came back... 


00000 


Eleven had detention. So did Will. She couldn't remember what she 
did, all she knew was that one moment she was crying, the next she 
was being sent to write lines in the History classroom. 


I must pay attention in class. 100 times. 


But that was only half the fiasco. Once she got to her 43rd line, Will 
wrote something on his paper that wasn't his lines and inched it in a 
direction so that she'd be able to read it. It said, 


I need to talk to you. 
Okay. After school. 
No, now. 


Thunder crashed again, interrupting their mini-conversation. 
Lightning flashed through the air. 


El glanced at Will. He was paler than usual, but he seemed fine. 
Whenever there was a thunderstorm, Will was always...weird. She 
suspected something had happened in the upside-down that involved 
a storm, but he usually didn't like to talk about it. 


Suddenly, the classroom lights flickered. 

"TIl go get the technician," Mr. Michel said in a bored voice. El froze. 
Notagainnotagainnotagainnotagainnotagain. 

"Will?" She whispered. "Run?" 

He didn't move. 

"Will?" 


"Run." He whispered. Immediately, the lights flickered. Twice. El 
watched as Will's face went from scared to horrified. 


"Once for yes, twice for no," He whispered, eyes wide. 


"What?" El's eyes darted to the door, expecting the demogorgon to 
come crashing through at any second. 


"When I was trapped-you know, in the upside-down-I talked to my 
mom through the lights, one blink for yes, two for no. My mom told 
me that she told...welll...she told Hopper the same thing when he 
was looking for me so that he would keep believing I was alive just 
like she did. What if-?" Will stopped dead and stared at her. 


El tried to wrap her mind around this statement. Hopper. Dad. Alive. 
"Open the windows," she directed. 

"What?" 

"Just do it!" 


Will flung open the windows, allowing the white noise of the rain to 
flood her ears. She ripped off her coat and tied it around her eyes and 
sat down. 


"Shhh!" She hissed before Will could even make a sound. 


She was doing the thing she had done a million times before, but 
eventually gave up on because she had lost all hope. But now...now 
it might work. 


She was searching for Hopper. She was searching for him in the 
upside-down. 


At first, everything was dark. She turned every direction and couldn't 
see a thing. 


Then, she saw a cell. A metal cell. The door unlocked and out stepped 
someone she had thought she had lost forever... 


Papa. 


She swore he looked right at her. His beaten, tortured face staring 
right into her broken one. The scene was whisked away and the 
smoke formed a different scene. 


She half-gasped-half-sobbed when she saw what it was. 
Hopper's cabin. 

Her old house. 

She ran to it and thrust open the door. 

"Dad?!" She screamed. "Dad!" 

She rounded every corner, checked every room...except one. 
Hers. 

"Dad?!" 


The door was still open. Still open three inches. All the other doors 
were closed. This wasn't the house she remembered. It had been 
upside-down-afied. But her room was her room. 


"Dad..." she whispered as she pushed open the door. "DAD!" 


Right as she was about to get a full glimpse of the room, a cold force 
pushed around her mouth, sucking the air from her lungs and 
yanking her away from the cabin. She felt her mind struggle between 
this world and her own as she fought the force. She heard an echoing 
cry that must've been Will's. 


And she. 
Couldn't. 
Think. 
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Joyce felt like something was wrong. At around twelve ten, the lights 
in her work building went out, and she had immediately panicked 
and started to remind herself that she wasn't in Hawkins anymore. 


She was relieved when they turned back on, but they kept blinking 
persistently. 


Off-on, off-on, off-on, offf-on. 
She told herself it was just the storm. 
She wasn't sure. 


It was no secret that her coworkers thought her odd, crazy even, but 
who wouldn't be after what she'd been through? 


God, she thought to herself. Thank God I don't look like what I've 
been through... 


Joyce looked out the window to the bustling streets below. This 
wasn't the life she wanted. 


But this was what she needed. That was what mattered more, wasn't 
it? 


That's what she told herself every time. Every time Will and El came 
back broken. 


Every time she heard Jonathan return from work at three in the 
morning, just an hour after her. 


Every time she missed him. 


At 12:15, she froze. The lights were still flickering like they were 
trying to give her a seizure, but that wasn't her problem. It was what 


she heard on the news that was persistently playing on the TV on the 
ceiling. It had turned right back on to the news after the power came 
on, and it was still glitching along with the lights, but she made out 
one sentence. 


",,.two ninth graders missing from Minneapolis High School..." 
Oh no. 

Not again. 

Please, not again. 


She jumped from her desk and left without so much as a backward 
glance at her boss, who was trying to call her back. 


That was not what she needed. 


After almost causing five car accidents, swerving around six corners, 
and slamming the breaks at least twelve times, Joyce arrived at 
Minneapolis High in one third of the time it would take a normal 
human being to get there. 


She went straight to the front office and found a line starting at the 
front door of the school filled with worried mothers. 


They have no reason to worry. She thought as she ran past them. It's 
not their kids. 


She didn't have time for a visitor's pass. They had every grade level's 
schedule on the wall outside the office. Right now, ninth grade class 
A was starting geometry. Room 307. 


Joyce darted away, the school officials too flustered to notice her. 


Room 307 was empty. As she looked out the window, she saw all of 
the school crowding in the football field. 


She raced outside with determination in her mindset. She didn't 
know, nor did she care which grades were which as she pushed her 
way through the crowd. Either way, as much as she hated to admit it, 
she was shorter than most of them anyways. 


She was nearing the very edge of the jumble of students and was 
starting to panick even more than ever, when she heard a familiar, 
"mom?" 


She swivelled to her left. 
"Jonathan?" 


Jonathan was standing four feet away, Eleven and Will right beside 
him. 


"Mom, what are you doing here?" He asked. Then realization crossed 
his face. "Ohh." 


Joyce wrapped both of them in a hug and breathed a sigh of relief. 
It's not my kids. 


That's a sentence she never thought she'd say. Will explained to her 
that they were letting all the kids go home early so that they could 
launch a search for the missing kids. The most they had determined 
was that the kids were from ninth grade class B and named Annika 
and Shelby. The parents were supposed to pick their children up at 
the football field. 


Well, that made it easier to get out of the place. She led Jonathan, 
Will and El to the car after she had signed them out, and drove 
normally on the way home. 


Midway through the drive, Will spoke up. 
"Are we not gonna talk about today?" 


Joyce saw El tense in the backseat next to him. Clearly there was 
something they weren't telling her. 


"What about today?" She asked airily. 
"The storm. The lights. The paranoia we all had." 


El immediately relaxed. Will had "forgotten" to mention something. 


Joyce sighed. "Will, I think it's best if we forget about everything. It 
was most likely a coincidence. In cities, you get power outages. It's 
just loose wiring and thunderstorms." 


Will looked far from satisfied. 
He knows something. 
She decided to let it go for now. 


But when she got home, she heard a knock on her bedroom door. She 
opened it and was Eleven standing there with her teddy bear that she 
was originally going to put in the donation box, but decided 
otherwise once she realized how much she needed it. 


Judging by the pained look on her face, Joyce could tell that El didn't 
bear good news. 


"Can we talk?" She asked quietly. 
"Sure, sweetie, what about?" 
",.. Hopper." 


Confused? Yeah, me too! But OMGOMGOMGOMG THE NEW 
STRANGER THINGS 4 TEASER IS AMAZING! I used a BUNCH of 
references to it in this chapter, (for ex. Hopper's cabin). I'm so 
excited and I can't wait for them to reveal more! Btw I also had a 
Divergent reference in there somewhere. So what do you think 
so far? Make sure to leave feedback! 


3. Chapter 3: The Pain Of Reuniting 
Chapter 3: The Pain Of Reuniting 


Disclaimer: So something that I changed from the original ST 
canon was that the Byers moved one month after the whole 
Hawkins fiasco instead of three months, just wanted to get that 
cleared up . This is told from Joyce, Mike, El, and Max's 
perspective. 


"What were you thinking?!" 


"I thought I could find him again..." she sobbed. "I almost did, I swear, I- 
but then a...thing-" 


"Thing?! What thing?!" 


"Something pulled me away and I thought I heard Will scream, but when I 
took off my jacket I was in the History classroom again!" 


"Don't you ever do anything like that again! Ever." She tried to sound 
harsh, but her voice wavered with what was more like anxiety. "Why 
would you do that? What did you think you could gain from going in 
there? It could've been the Mind Flayer! How could you have known it 
was-" 


"I always thought it was my fault..." the girl whispered. "I always 
thought...if I had gone with you..." 


Joyce closed her eyes. It couldn't have possibly been the girl's fault. All 
that pain and suffering she had gone through for the past five months was 
a horrid form of torture for someone who had already been through so 
much. She didn't deserve that pain. It wasn't El's fault. It wasn't El's fault 
because it was her fault. 


She had been the one to turn the keys. 
She was the one who'd destroyed the machine. 


She was the one who didn't tell him to get the hell out of there. 


She was the one who had killed him. 

Joyce wrapped El in a hug and they stayed that way for a while. 
"It's not your fault...it's not your fault..." 

00000 One Week Later 00000 


"Mrs. Byers! Will!" El raced down the narrow hallway in the Byers' 
apartment. "Guys, where are you?" 


Her eyes were wide, her mouth barely hiding a grin. There was a fact 
she hadn't considered. A fact she'd never thought about until now, 
one week later. 


"Mrs. Byers?" She called as she entered the kitchen. Mrs. Byers was 
cooking dinner at the stove and Will was doing his homework at the 
kitchen table. 


"Is everything okay?" Will looked up from his homework with a 
worried expression. 


Everything was brilliant! Everything was...was...extravagant! Eleven 
had just come from inside her room. She had sat there for hours 
trying to figure out what that mysterious dark force was that pulled 
her away from the In-Between, as she called it in her head. She had 
done this every day up until then, but this time, this time....she 
realised something she hadn't even cared to notice. 


"Yes!" She said. "I need to talk to both of you!" There was no hiding 
the grin now. It slid across her cheeks, and as her lips parted, a small 
giggle-a real giggle-escaped her mouth. 


"What is it?" Mrs. Byers left the meal she was making and sat down 
next to Will at the table, motioning for El to come and sit, too. 


"This isn't just about getting to see Mike in a few hours, is it?" Will 
joked. El laughed again, a genuine, trickling laugh. 


"No, it's not! It's something better!" Will and Joyce feigned surprise. 


"I think we've broken a boundary I hadn't even known existed," Joyce 


stage-whispered. 


"I...I...I don't know how to say it...." El stuttered. "When I was trying 
to find da-Hopper in the In-Between, I, well I did something I haven't 
done in a long time!" She grinned at them, smiling so expectantly that 
her face practically exploded. It took a few seconds, but then Joyce 
gasped. 


"You-you-" 
"You did it!" Will cried. "You used your powers again!" 


The kitchen erupted into cheers loud enough to fill a football 
stadium. 


"How did we not realise this before?!" Joyce marvelled, embracing 
Eleven in a hug that, for once, wasn't based in sadness. 


"Do you think you could try it again?" Will asked hopefully. 
"Find Hop?" 


"No, just use your powers in general, like something simple. Here, try 
to pick up this pencil with your mind!" Will thrust his pencil he was 
using for homework at her. 


Eleven stared hard at the pencil, pushing with the innermost areas of 
her mind, willing the pencil to move, thrusting all her strength into 
it. She felt a huge tugging feeling and she realised that this amount of 
energy was almost equivalent to that of what she used to kill the 
demogorgon two years ago. It was far from the most energy she had 
ever used, but it was tiring all the same. 


Another jerk, and the pencil shot up into the air and crashed against 
the ceiling, snapping in two and clattering to the ground. Eleven 
collapsed into a chair, feeling the familiar nosebleed trickle down her 
face, not even bothering to wipe it off for the sheer pleasure of 
having it there as the kitchen exploded into cheers and embraces 
again. 


"It isn't much, but it's something!" Eleven panted. 


"It's very much something!" Joyce said gleefully. "It means your 
powers are coming back!" 


Will smiled at her as she looked over the shoulder of Mrs. Byers, who 
had currently wrapped her in a hug so tight she thought she might 
lose her powers again. 


They were still exclaiming and jumping when Jonathan, who had just 
gotten back from his afternoon work (which took place after school), 
walked through the door. The threesome turned to him and he stared 
at them with a baffled expression. 


They burst into laughter and began to explain again. 
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Mike was nervous. He knew the story was legit, that El posing as a 
cousin of Will's who lived with the Byers because her parents couldn't 
support her anymore was reasonable, but this was Hawkins they were 
talking about. And what was even more worrisome was that, ever 
since last week, none of the Byers, not even Will, were returning his 
calls, or even his walky-ing using Cerebro. 


But there were only three more hours until they arrived, and Mike 
could just picture them in their car right now, driving down the 
paved streets, closer and closer with every mile. 


Every mile. 


He closed his eyes. It had been ages since he had seen the Byers and 
EL. 


Well, he had seen them briefly at thanksgiving, but that was only 
three days and they barely had had any time to catch up. This was 
the chance for the entire party to be reunited again. Where it all 
started. 


But Mike wanted this to be where it ended too. Not in a bad way, but 
he'd always pictured his gang together in Hawkins, graduations 
together, all of them moving in to houses side by side on Mirkwood, 
even getting the same jobs! 


But life changes...it changes a lot. Mike learned that the hard way. A 
lot. 


To be frank, he still pondered on the thoughts of the Battle of 
Starcourt, as they now called it, once and a while, and he could tell 
that the others did, too. Max and Lucas had seemed a little rocky 
lately, and Dustin rarely was his usual self, even when he was with 
Steve, Robin, and Erica at the video store. 


It just wasn't the same. It was almost like Will had gone missing 
again, except when they contacted each other, they didn't panic, they 
felt relieved. 


Mike sat on his downstairs couch and opened up his old D&D board. 
He smiled as memories flashed through his mind. 


He felt a little melancholy as well. El had lost her powers. Will moved 
away. Hopper...well...they wouldn't be seeing him anymore. 


It was almost like the universe was telling him that their adventures 
were over. They needed to move on. 


To change. 


Mike's eyes suddenly felt heavy...or maybe that was tears. Either 
way, he leaned back on the couch and took a nap. 
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"Max!" Max's mother called. "You have to leave for the Wheeler's! 
Your friends will be there in ten minutes!" 


Max grunted and rolled out of bed. Things had been a lot quieter 
since her stepdad left. Ever since Billy had...gone on, things had been 
different. 


But Max didn't have time to grieve. The way she dealt with grief was 
to push it into the very back of her mind and never think about it 
again. 


Not at the funeral. 


Not when she was making up a fake story to tell her stepdad and 
mother. 


Not when her stepdad left in a furious rage after the funeral. 


She stepped right onto her skateboard and rode it all the way to the 
edge of the stairs before stopping abruptly. 


She put on her old red jacket and headed out the door. Her mom said 
goodbye, but she pretended not to hear. 


The truth was, Max loved her mom, but her mother had decided to 
divorce her father, not the other way around. Her mother had 
married her stepdad. They had moved here. If that hadn't happened, 
then-she stopped herself. Her thoughts were getting dangerously 
close to the edge, and that wasn't how she rolled. 


Max redirected her thoughts to El. Had she kept up her style or had 
she reverted to her original? What were the names of the morons 
who pushed her so that she could kill them. Most importantly, had 
her powers come back yet? 


Max's house phone was used strictly for business or emergencies, so 
no calling either El or Will. She could only use Cerebro occasionally 
when Mike or whoever else was allowed to call them had to revert to 
Cerebro because of a sibling or a parent hogging the line, so she had 
to bounce off details about the Byers' new life by conversing with 
other people. 


As she skated up to Mike's house, she saw a car coming over the hill. 
An unmistakable car. They caught sight of her and immediately, the 
right backseat window rolled down and a girl's voice yelled, "Max!" 


"El!" Max waved. She smiled her usual competitive smile and started 
to race the car into the driveway, pulling to a stop only seconds 
before she hit the Wheeler's garage. 


Eleven practically hurled herself from the car, jumping into Max's 
arms just as she stepped off her skateboard. 


Max smiled as she saw that El was wearing her black romper with 
neon patterns on it that they had bought on their shopping spree 


during the summer. It was the one outfit that barely had any bad 
memories to go with it that they had bought. 


"El! I missed you so much!" 


"I missed you, too! I have something to tell you, all of you!" El smiled. 
Max stepped back to greet Will with a smile and a warm hug. 


Just then, the front door to the Wheeler's slammed open, nearly 
falling off its hinges as it rattled against the wall. 


Even though only three people emerged from the house, it seemed 
like there were at least thirty because of how loud and fast these said 
three people were. 


"BYERS!" Lucas yelled as he tackled Will in a bear-hug. 
"El! Will" Dustin waved and embraced them both. 


El looked up hopefully. She saw Mike hesitantly staring at her. 
Unsaid things passed between them as their eyes met, and the next 
thing she knew, she was wrapped in Mike's embrace, just like old 
times. 


"Uhhh, guys?" Will's voice sounded from a far-off, fuzzy place. "We're 
here too." 


They broke apart and laughed. Mr. and Mrs. Wheeler came out to 
greet Joyce and Nancy ran to meet Jonathan as the party went inside, 
reunited at last. 


Max grinned. "El says she has something to tell us. Any idea what 
that is, Will?" 


Will raised an eyebrow. "You'll need a pencil." 
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It was a long and complicated day for Max. First off, it was suuuper 
weird having El and Mike together when she was pretty much the 
one responsible for them separating in the first place, although she 
regretted nothing. They had been long-distancing before, of course, 
but now they were in the same house, the same room, etcetera. 


But then there was the matter of El's returned powers. She insisted on 
telling everyone at the same time, but El had told her first, just before 
she told everyone else. She was thrilled, of course, but she couldn't 
help feeling a little worried, as if maybe El's powers were tied to the 
monster's now, after she got bitten months before. 


As if maybe the monster awakened with her powers. But she pushed 
such thoughts out of her mind, like she taught herself to do to keep 
control of her emotions. El showed them how she could lift up small 
items, like pens and pencils, and everyone cheered. They almost got 
caught by Mrs. Wheeler, though. She was just climbing down the 
stairs to tell them that dinner was ready as Eleven was levitating a 
pencil around the room. It clattered to the ground next to Lucas, who 
pretended he had dropped it. 


Speaking of Lucas, they hadn't exactly been on good soil lately. Max 
didn't know what was up, but every time they got together, she and 
him would end up shooting snarky remarks at each other within the 
hour. That was pretty normal, but they were doing it more than usual 
lately. She wanted to talk to him privately, but there was no time 
anymore now that they were all in ninth grade and slammed with 
homework. 


Which, Max found it super cool that, even when she hadn't had her 


powers, the experiments done on El in Hawkins lab made her brain 
pick up on things faster than pretty much any other human, so she 
was able to learn ninth grade math, English, and all the other 
subjects within a week of tutoring from Will. 


Currently, the party was having a competition to see who could 
balance on Max's skateboard the longest, just gliding, without 
stumbling. Max was the judge of this, obviously, for two reasons. 
One; she would crush everyone else if she participated, and two; she 
could assess skateboarding skills better than any of them combined. 


Lucas lasted three point five seconds before taking a tumble. 


"My turn!" Dustin said. Max raised an eyebrow. She wasn't sure how 
Dustin would fare. He didn't exactly strike her as athletic. But there 
was also the time he climbed a super agonising hill with his arms full 
of radio parts without blinking an eye. And the time he ran dead fast 
away from flames underground. And walked for 24 hours in a secret 
Russian base for miles. But that wasn't the same as balancing. 


He got going with everyone cheering. He got the longest time of all, 
ten seconds, before Max shouted, "Good job, now try turning!" 


"How do I do that?" 
"Just shift your weight onto your right foot!" 
She watched him do it...good...good... 


"Aw shit!" The board fell out from underneath him and he hit the 
ground. 


"Dustin wins!" She declared. Lucas went to him and helped him off 
the ground while Mike hoisted Dustin's arm up in victory. Will and El 
clapped from the sidelines and Max bestowed upon him their 
makeshift medal, a piece of cardboard cut in a circle, colored gold, 
and tied to a red string. 


Their joy was soon cut short, though, by the arrival of the reminder 
from Mike that their midterms were coming up right after Christmas 
break. They were set for January, as were El and Will's so they had 
decided that they would all study together once a day. 


After they hit the books, it had gotten late. 


"Anyone up for a movie?" Max asked as she took her sleeping spot. 
The rest of the party set down their sleeping bags too and agreed. 
They climbed the stairs to Mike's TV in his living room, relived to see 
that Mr. Wheeler wasn't still using it, nor were any of the other 
adults. 


Well, it was eleven o'clock at night. Nancy and Jonathan were the 
only ones awake and they were upstairs studying for their 
midterms...at least, that's what they told them. They silently took 
their places in the living room and flipped channels until they found 
a horror movie on channel 8. 


Mike and El sat wrapped in each other's arms on the sofa. Dustin and 
Will day below them on the floor, occasionally shrieking in sync. 
Lucas and Max were also on the floor, right in front of the TV, where 
they had the best view. When any small thing happened abruptly, 
even when the commercials came on, Lucas would emit a shrill 
squeak and grab her hand, all while she was edging closer and closer 
to the screen so as to get the full gory experience. 


Around halfway through the movie, at about midnight, they heard a 
door creaking slowly open and then shut. 


"It's probably just Nancy," Mike said. 
A couple minutes later, however, they heard a stair creak. 
"The wind, right Mike?" El asked. Mike didn't answer. 


They sat in awkward silence for a minute, even with the screams 
emitting from the TV. Max had had enough. 


"Oh you've got to be shitting me! Let's just go check the house! We're 
not a bunch of lazy, cowardly fartbags, now are we?" She stood up, 
yanking Lucas to his feet with her. 


"Max, you sure-" 


"Shut it, Stalker, if there really is something out there, we'd best be 
quiet. After all, El isn't at full strength since she just got her powers 


back, and we can't only rely on her anyways. She can only take so 
much. If something is there, we'd take it with pure fist!" Max 
whispered, realising all of this herself as she said it. 


Max quietly tiptoed from the living room. Lucas groaned and 
followed her. The rest soon complied. 


El glanced at Mike. Did they really want to know? Or was it best to 
let whatever was there-if there was anything at all-just pass quickly 
through without interrupting its process? 


Mike saw her look and grabbed her hand. 
"Don't worry, I'm sure it's nothing." 


They walked toward the kitchen. Max's cry of, "What the hell?!" 
Caused Mike to drop El's hand and rush over to the rest of the party. 
El tried to follow, but a giant wall was forming in between her and 
the party. 


Then it hit her. 

"Where are you?!" She yelled. 

The stairs creaked again, and El spun around. 
She was staring into the eyes of 008. 
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"Jane? Is that you?" 008 tilted her head as if to examine El, who 
certainly must've looked different from when she was last seen by 
her. 


Eleven stared at her lost friend, whom she thought she would never 
see again. No, not friend. 


Kali. 
008. 
Sister. 


"El," She just managed to croak out. "It's El." She stood there, frozen, 
watching Kali's face change. 


Suddenly, cries came from the other side of the wall, which El had 
realised was just a figment of Kali's power, but she had no desire to 
tell her friends that yet. 


"El?! El, are you okay?!" 
"What's going on?! Who's with you?!" 


Kali swore. "Dammit!" She wiped her nose, which was still bleeding 
from creating the wall. "Who are you? Ugh, shit, don't answer that. 
Forget you ever saw me or there will be consequences, you 
understand?! Now let me leave in peace! I'm looking for someone and 
you are clearly not her! Forget you ever saw me!" She said again. 


"Kali," El whispered. "It's me. Jane. El." 


Kali stopped dead. "Jane? It's really you then?" The older girl 
examined the younger, taking in the longer hair, the more grown up 
features, but most importantly, Jane was happy. The last time she 
had met her, she was distraught, melancholy, but now, it was like she 
had full purpose, she had found who she truly was. Her true identity. 


And that identity was not with her. It was here. Which was why she 
had to tell her. 


"Jane-El, I don't have much time. Any minute now, the adults in this 
house will hear your friends' cries and come down to see what's 
wrong. But I have news." 


El remained silent. Still. 


She couldn't comprehend this. How did Kali know where she was? 
Was she able to see into the Void like her? Did her powers allow her 
to be in two places at once by manipulating what El saw? 


And, after a year of no conversation, no communication whatsoever, 
she breaks into Mike's house to tell her some important "news." 


"Brenner's alive. He's in Russia. Planning something, something big. I 
know it involves the monsters they were always experimenting with, 
that realm they were always talking about, but they said something 
about ‘making the future, but successfully, unlike their futuristic 
comrades." Kali whispered. 


El gasped, her first reaction in this entire situation. 


"I know he's alive," She whispered back. "I saw him. In the Void." Kali 
nodded in acknowledgement. "What is...'making the future?" 


"I don't know, El. That's why I came. To see if you could help me 
figure it out. I don't want him harming any more people. They were 
talking about it as if it would have a mass effect on many people." 


"They?" 


"He's working for the Russian base he's in, I don't know exactly 


where. The only way we can stop him is if we work together. We 
both can't do it on our own, even with my team." 


El was surprised. Kali had always been about revenge for herself. 
Never to prevent others from getting hurt. But this news...this was 
something horrible...mass destruction...making the future... 


"Yes," she whispered. "I will do it." 
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"You both knew, and you didn't tell us?!" Mike yelled at El and Will, 
who were both sheepishly standing in front of the couch where the 
rest of the party, (and Kali, whom El had explained was the sister she 
had talked about a year ago), were sitting. They had been in the 
midst of explaining what had happened at school that day a few 
weeks ago, and how El had seen Dr. Brenner in the cell, how she 
thought that maybe-just maybe-she'd found Hopper. 


None of them were pleased. 


"You kept this from us for what? Two weeks?!" Lucas stared. The only 
ones not bursting out, besides Kali, were Max and Dustin. Dustin was 
looking at them with a sort of understanding that only Dustin 
Henderson could have. 


But when El looked at Max, all she saw was hurt. It was the most raw 
emotion she had ever seen come from Max. Usually it was anger or 
passion...she had never been broken before. 


"Guys, El didn't tell my mom everything either. She just told her that 
she went into the Void again to look for whatever was making the 
lights flicker. She didn't say anything about Brenner or Hopper," Will 
said, a little defensive of Fl. 


"Then how did you find out?" Lucas persisted. 


"I talked to him in private. Right after it happened," El mumbled. She 
couldn't look Mike in the eye. "I'm sorry." 


"I just need a second to think," Mike said and stood up. 


Dustin stood with him, but not with the same demeanour, more 
defiant. "No, Mike. We don't have a second! It doesn't matter what 
they did two weeks ago or two months ago or two years from now! 
The Russians are planning some big shit! It's not just dimensions this 
time! It's actual time! We need to do something now!" 


Both El and Will breathed a sigh of relief at this. At least someone 
was on their side. 


"I agree with Fluff-hair," Kali said. "We need to act now. Before 
anyone gets harmed." 


"But who will we tell? We can't do this alone. It's like what Kali said," 
Will said. 


"Nancy, Jonathan, Steve, Robin, the usual," Dustin said, almost 
casually. It was almost laughable that they were able to talk about 
disaster almost nonchalantly. 


"Do me a favor," Will said. "Don't tell my mom. Not yet. She's been 
working really hard lately and this is her Christmas break as much as 
it is ours." 


"I agree, don't tell Mrs. Byers," El said earnestly. 

The group looked hesitant. 

"Alright..." Mike's brow furrowed. "But if things get too bad-" 
"We tell. Got it." 


El and Will looked at each other. As they did, something passed 
between them. It was an emotion that was hard to place, hard to 
describe. 


Will's face flickered from calm to surprised, but he quickly covered it 
up. 


No one saw him glance from El to Mike and back again. 
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They had all agreed to wait until morning before taking action, since 
it was one o'clock when they had finished their conversation. 


Kali had insisted that she had a place to stay in Hawkins where she 
wouldn't be found, but she refused to tell them how she had found 
them in the first place. 


Even so, Lucas had had a hard time digesting all of this news. He 
wasn't sure he wanted to tell everyone else, but he would be happy 
just letting whatever was going to happen...well...happen this time. 
No one would get hurt, nothing would go wrong, and most 
importantly, she didn't get hurt. 


Lucas cared for Max more than he was willing to admit. He still had 
dreams about the Battle of Starcourt, but this time, they didn't win, 
this time, well, this time was what he was experiencing that very 
night. 


El lay on the ground, trying to inch farther and farther from the Mind 
Flayer. 


"Come on, Will!" Lucas screamed as they threw the cart of fireworks into 
the railing on the second floor of the mall. They each grabbed a firework 
and threw it straight at the monster. 


It screamed in fury and turned toward them. 
"Throw another one!" Max screamed desperately from the ground. 


Billy's eyes grew dark in front of El. The Flayer redirected its attention to 
them. 


"No!" Will cried. They threw more fireworks. 
"Billy! Billy please!" Max yelled. 
Billy turned to the sound of Max's voice, his eyes lightening. 


"Max," He whispered. Lucas watched as he turned into the scared teenage 
boy that hid among all those layers he built around himself. His face 
hardened again. "I'm sorry." 


He turned to the monster and began to melt. 
Into the final piece of the puzzle. 
The last weapon. 


Max screamed-and Billy was gone. The monster stuck out its long, spiked 
tongue-if you could call it that-and plunged it right into Eleven's heart. 


"NO!" Mike cried out. "EL! ELEVEN!" 


El let out a final, piercing cry and went limp as Mike sank into the 
ground. 


Just then, Dustin, Steve, Robin, and Erica burst in. 
"NO!" Dustin yelled. The Mind Flayer turned. 
"GET OUT OF HERE, DUSTIN!" Lucas bellowed. 


Steve charged toward the monster, a manic glint in his eye as he saw what 
had happened to El. 


"STEVE WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" 


The monster feared and let loose four of its legs and ripped apart Erica, 
Steve, and Robin in seconds. 


A choking sound came from Dustin. The Flayer had wrapped its fourth leg 
around his throat and was letting him die slowly. The only thing they 
could do was throw fireworks in vain and watch. 


Mike staggered forward, vengeance etched upon his face. 
"Mike, no!" Nancy called out, reaching for him. 
He was disposed of in fifteen agonising seconds. 


"Mike..." Lucas vaguely heard a strangled whisper from behind him. He 
spun around. Silent tears were falling down Will's face. 


There were only two fireworks left. 


He made them count. 


Lucas grabbed them both and jumped from the second floor and onto the 
Mind Flayer's back. 


"LUCAS NO, PLEASE!" He heard Max call his name. 


He looked at her, tears falling down her face, covered in her stepbrother's 
blood. 


"I love you," He whispered. He threw the fireworks right into the ugly 
brute's mouth, sending a shower of sparks around him that burned his 
flesh and sent him flailing across the first floor behind the monster. 


Half-conscious, almost dead, he watched the rest of his friends get plucked 
off faster than ever in a daze. 


At least the adults can still make it out alive... 

Then the mall exploded. 
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Lucas woke in a cold sweat. He still saw the shadow of the Mind 
Flayer even now, in Mike's basement, with light pouring in from the 
windows, announcing morning. 


Every time he had that dream, it got more and more horrifying. 


But that was over. They had all survived. Now, it was time to take 
action. 


And if Lucas could help it, destroy this monster once and for all. 


A/N: Things seem pretty hopeful for these children, don't 
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El. 
EL El, El El, El. 


He let the word bounce around his mind for a while, roll around on 
his tongue before daring to croak it out loud. 


"EL" 


There was no telling how long he had lain there, uncomfortably, 
absorbing the toxic atmosphere. 


His memories slowly dissolving the longer he stayed still. 
But one day, he heard a sound. 
It was a beautiful sound, an awakening. Almost like...a voice. 


He had stood up, with effort, and opened the door. Only then did he 
remember where he was. 


Now he was standing in the middle of his daughter's bedroom. ..but it 
wasn't Sara's...it was... 


"El," He whispered again. 


When he had arrived at his cabin, he had just barely escaped being 
found by a pack of demo-dogs, who would've certainly alerted the 
Mind Flayer he was there if it didn't already know. He had been 
starving for days and was thinner than a piece of wood, though he 
didn't lack in height. 


Miraculously, there were still packs of Eggos and a few packs of 
water bottles in his fridge. He didn't know if they were safe to eat or 
drink, and they certainly wouldn't last him as long as he was going to 
be there, but he settled on one frozen Eggo a day and half a water 
bottle. 


Nothing had happened yet. 


But one day, around three weeks later, he discovered that he only 
had one Eggo left. And one half bottle left. 


Five days later, he collapsed on the ground in front of his daughter's 
bed, happy to die, his memories of all those he'd loved-not just El 
anymore-gone. 


Until he heard her voice. She was with that Byers boy. 


Byers. He knew that name, too. It was almost like a past once 
forgotten. A happier place. 


And a memory he didn't want to remember. Watching her close her 
eyes as she turned the keys. Jumping in at the last second as he 
realised there was only one means of escape. Closing his eyes and 
wishing things had ended differently. That he wouldn't die there. 
That she wouldn't die at all. That she would wait for him forever, 
until he managed to get back, even if it took his whole life. 


The two kids were together, but alone. They were scared. A storm. 
Something was coming. 


He forced himself to start walking and he made it outside his cabin. 
Through the trees, he saw a bright light, like a portal-and a pack of 
demo-dogs trying to squeeze through it. 


"Get out of there, you cowardly bastards!" He bellowed, surprised at 
how full his voice was. 


The demo-dogs turned. 
And charged. 


Adrenaline-fulled, he raced up a vine-covered tree. The demo-dogs 


kept running, not seeing him leave, and not smelling him ether. 


He heard their voices again. They were saying they would run. No. 
They couldn't. He was so close to her! To El! To freedom! 


He jumped down from the tree and raced toward the portal, getting 
there just as it started to seal. He tried to force himself through, but 
could barely get his foot through the odd light. It blinked in and out 
of focus and he took it out then in again. 


Then, an idea struck him. He waved his hand in front of the light 
twice. It flickered. 


Please let the boy remember, please. 


A couple seconds later, he heard her voice again. But not from the 
portal, which had closed, from his cabin. 


"Dad?!" 
"El?! El?! Can you hear me?!" 


He bolted into the cabin to see his daughter frantically searching for 
him through his-their-house. 


He ran to her and tried to embrace her, to calm her, to tell her that 
he was right there, but his hands just passed quickly through her 
body. 


He closed his eyes and breathed deeply. 
The Void. She wasn't really here. Good, he thought. 
She shouldn't experience this. 


But if she was searching for him, why didn't she see him standing 
there? Why, unlike other times, was she not able to touch or 
communicate with him? 


He ran into her room and left the door open three inches. Maybe then 
she would see. 


He heard her frantic footsteps approaching the room. She was calling 
his name, she swung open the door and- 


Jim Hopper fell over as darkness, surly it was Death, filled his 
thoughts, his mind, his soul. 


But when he opened his eyes, he was alive. 
El was gone. 
And he was sitting on a pile of Cokes and Eggos. 
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The kids had forgotten it was Christmas Day. They had woken up all 
ready for battle, Dustin packed his backpack full of snacks for the 
way, Lucas packed his with gear, and they were just about to wake 
up Nancy and Jonathan and tell them everything when Mrs. Wheeler 
came down the stairs with a smile and a "Merry Christmas!" 


Two excruciating hours later, hours full of fake smiles and lots of 
thank-you's, the gang finally got Nancy and Jonathan alone. 


Well, they had to burst in on a private conversation to do so, but hey, 
desperate times call for desperate measures! 


They explained everything quickly, saving no time for questions, 
though the couple had many. They then drove off, using the excuse 
that they were going to the arcade and Nancy and Jonathan were 
dropping them off and picking them up in a few hours so that the 
moms didn't worry. They didn't have to worry about Mr. Wheeler. 


Nancy managed to sneak her father's gun out of the house, and once 
they picked up Jonathan, he grabbed the two he had at his place. 


The routine went like this, they told the story, answered one 
question, then took off to find the next person. 


The car was full to bursting by the time they had finished. Steve and 
Robin had agreed to sit in the trunk of the car, (they had used Steve's 
once they had picked him up since it could hold more people), but it 
was still cramped. 


They were driving to where Kali had said to meet them, the edge of 
the woods where Will's bike was found two years ago, when Dustin 
spoke up. 


"Wait!" He said. Nancy, who was driving, slammed the breaks. 
"What is it?" 


"We're forgetting someone!" Dustin looked around, waiting for them 
to catch on. 


"Please tell me you don't want to talk to Suzie again," Lucas sighed. 


"No, you little mouthbreather! I'm talking about your sister! Erica!" 
Dustin snapped back. 


"Erica? Like, Erica Sinclaire, Erica?" Lucas asked. 


"Yes, Erica, and if Steve and Robin weren't in the trunk they would 
back me up! She helped us a lot in that Russian base and in the 
battle! She saved our asses back there!" 


The rest of the party considered this. 


"I guess I could turn around and get her..." Nancy said. They alerted 
Steve and Robin of the plan and went to fetch the young capitalist. 


Upon fetching Erica, she had point-blank refused to sit in the trunk. 
"Erica doesn't do anything used to haul dirt, worms, and wood!" 


So Dustin sat in the trunk with the other two current residents of the 
place, who were currently fighting over which movie was better, Star 
Wars: A New Hope or Star Wars: Return of the Jedi. 


Steve said that the latter was better because of the Ewoks. 
Robin said the prior was better because "nothing beats a classic." 


"Honestly!" Dustin exclaimed after a while. "Lives could be at stake 
and you're fighting like you're drugged again!" 


"Working at a video store must've gotten to us, eh' Robin?" Steve 
nudged her. 


"Shut up, dingus. You have no respect for true classics," Robin 
emphasised. 


"Guys! We're here!" Will called and popped open the back of the 
trunk to let them out. 


No one had been here in two years except to briefly pass it as they 
were driving to Hawkins lab. Everyone was watching Will to see how 
he would react, but he kept a still expression as they approached the 
edge of the woods. 


El stepped forward. "Kali?" 


A twig snapped behind them and Will flinched. El and Mike grabbed 
his hand as they turned. 


"Everyone ready?" Kali said, casually leaning in front of the truck. 
"How does she do that?" Steve marvelled. 
"Years of sneaking around, Hairboy," she smirked. 


Yet another person, Will, moved to the trunk of the car, making it so 
that Dustin and he were smushed together on the right side and 
Robin and Steve on the left. Kali was now sitting in the car between 
El and Mike. 


But the car didn't move. 

They all got out again. 

"Wait...where are we even going?" Will asked. 
"I thought that was obvious!" Kali exclaimed. 


Everyone looked at her, puzzled. Twelve plane tickets materialised in 
her hands. 


"Russia!" She passed them out. First to El, then Mike, Max, Erica, 
Dustin, Lucas, Will, Steve, Robin, Nancy, Jonathan, and saving one 
for herself. 


El reluctantly accepted hers. She wasn't sure about this plan. What if 
they never came back? What would happen if Mrs. Byers found out 
where they had gone? 


Kali, Steve, Nancy, Jonathan, and Robin were all old enough to pass 
as legal adults and therefore, chaperones. And the tickets she had 
passed out, which had disappeared now that she had broken her 
concentration, but this put El personally at a big setback. 


She wanted to find Hopper. Her loving, caring, gruff, Eggo-providing, 
overprotective father. 


Not Brenner. Her egotistical, abusive, child-endangering, mad 
scientist "father." 


They had agreed that, if things got too bad, they would tell an adult. 
How were they supposed to tell if they were across the world, trying 
to singlehandedly stop a bunch of crazy madmen from "making the 
future?" 


What if one of them got hurt? What if they all died? What if- 


"El? This is like, the sixth time I've called your name! We've got to go, 
our flight leaves in an hour!" Will winked. "Kali managed to ‘get us-" 
He made air quotes, "tickets to the next plane to Moscow! That's a 
city in Russia, by the way." 


El nodded and hesitantly started walking. Will grabbed her wrist. 
"Hey," he looked at her pointedly. "What's up?" 
El sighed. "Can I...talk with you?" 


Will nodded and they walked toward the edge of the woods away 
from the car. Mike glanced their way with a quizzical expression. 


I'm fine, El mouthed with a smile. 
"Okay," Will started. "What's wrong." 
El second-guessed herself. "Look, it's no big deal, I'm gonna go back-" 


"I'm not leaving until you tell me what's wrong, and don't even try 
lying to me!" Will wrapped an arm around her in a brotherly way. 
Almost. 


"Fine!" El groaned. Even when he didn't put pressure on her, Will had 
a way with getting things out of her. "I just...I1 don't want to go to 
Mos...cow." She stumbled over the word. 


Will was surprised. Eleven Hopper, the girl who singlehandedly 
battled monsters and alternate dimensions and was experimented on 
since birth, was scared to go on a trip? 


"Its just-well-I just-ugh!" El put her face in her hands. 
"Imscudovwuhwullheppn," she mumbled into her hands. 


"What?" 


"I'm scared of what will happen!" She lifted her face up and turned 
toward Will. "We said that if things get too bad, we'd tell your mom, 
but if we're in Russia, we can't tell. We can't get help, we can't-" she 
stopped. 


Will's brow furrowed. "We can't what?" 


El closed her eyes and took a deep breath as she lowered her voice. 
"If my dad-Hopper I mean-is really out there, we won't be able to find 
him in Russia, even if they have a portal open. We'd just end up in 
the Russian Upside-Down. And...I don't know if I'm ready to take on 
Papa-Dr. Brenner-again." 


"El," he gave her a reassuring squeeze. "It'll be okay. Nothing will go 
wrong." 


"But it's gone wrong so many times before!" 
"Just because it happened before doesn't mean it'll happen again." 


"I just...I feel so alone...like no one else has my hesitation. They're all 
all for it, not even caring what their parents will think, or the danger 
that could come up!" El said quietly. 


"You're not alone in this. I'm here for you," Will said. "And so is Mike. 
And everyone else. They're just not thinking of the downside right 
now." He added quickly. 


"What about you?" El looked up at him. 


Will hesitated. "I-I've kind of been hiding something too." He looked 
down at his hands. "I was...well...I was planning on-after we landed 
at our first layover in New York-calling my mom and...you know... 
telling her where we were and what was going down. That way she 
knew, but she couldn't do anything about it because we were already 
on our way." 


"Are you kidding?!" El exclaimed just a little too loudly. Max and 
Lucas looked their way. "She would probably have a heart attack! 
And what if Mrs. Wheeler picks up the phone?" El then realised that 
Will could just ask for his mom and say they were staying the night 
at Lucas's or something to Mrs. Wheeler. 


"I know it's crazy, but-" 


"Wait," El smiled mischievously. "What if you called her right before 
we boarded the plane we're headed to now? That way she wouldn't 
be as mad since we hadn't actually left the state yet, and she wouldn't 
know where our layover was so we could get on the plane without 
her following us there." 


"That's actually pretty clever." Will smiled. "I am so grounded." 


"We both are!" El laughed. They stood up to go to the car, but one 
more thing was troubling El. 


Will hadn't answered her question about Hopper. 
He noticed her troubled expression and stopped her. 


"Hey," he said, making her look at him in the eyes. He gave a little 
smile. "You are beautiful, capable, and strong. You will overcome 
this." He winked. "They don't call me Will for nothing." 


"Guys, time to go!" Mike tapped his watch. 
El stared. He hadn't worn that in a while. 
Instantly, memories came flashing through her brain. 


",,.three-one-five..." 


" 


"...El?! El, are you okay?!... 
"...goodbye, Mike..." 

"...no more..." 

Mike grabbed her hand. 
"You good?" 

"Yeah," El turned. "Yeah, I'm good." 


Will watched their retreating backs, Mike with his arms around El, El 
leaning into him, a strange, conflicted feeling bubbling in his chest. 


He had seen the watch, too. 

And gotten memories with it. But not in the way El had. 
00000 

Steve thought this entire plan was bullshit. 


Their cover story was that they were the "Camp Christmas Campers" 
who were going on a tour of a couple of different countries to see the 
culture there around Christmas time. He, Kali, Jonathan, Nancy, and 
Robin were each camp counsellors of a couple of the kids. 


Yeah, like that's not conspicuous. 

Did they even have Christmas in Russia? He had no idea. 
The groups went like this; 

Robin: Max and Erica 

Steve: Dustin and Lucas 

Nancy: Mike, El, and Will 


Kali and Jonathan were posing as the people in charge of the entire 
camp. 


It seemed like a thought through plan... 
NOT! 


Although, that number girl wasn't that bad of a looker. Not El, of 
course, but the new one. Kali or something. 


Either way, it was really cramped in the open trunk of the car, and 
his legs were cramping. 


When he'd mentioned to Robin his thoughts on Kali's looks, she 
suggested he ask her out. 


He had snorted. "Yeah, like that went well the last two times I tried." 


Robin has smirked and shrugged. "Well, when you peak in high 
school..." 


As if that explained everything. 


Dustin had, luckily, brought a map in his backpack, (why, Steve had 
no idea), so they had been able to locate the closest airport and were 
on their way there now. 


It was around an hour away, and so far, it had been fifteen minutes, 
and they'd already run out of things to talk about in the trunk. Dustin 
was talking about some sort of scientific theory, trying to explain it to 
Will, while Will was flickering between listening to Dustin and Robin 
and his conversations like it was a movie he was watching. 


Robin was no help at all. Every couple minutes she would say, 
"Steve." 

"What?" He would grumble. 

"I'm bored." 

"Steve." 

"What?" 


"I'm bored." 


"Steve." 

"FOR THE LOVE OF ALL THINGS HOLY, ROBIN, WHAT?!" 
"I'm bored!" 

She opened her mouth to say it again and he held up a hand. 


"Okay! Okay! I get it! You're bored!" He exclaimed. "It isn't my job to 
entertain you, you know!" 


Robin rolled her eyes. 


"Well duh, dingus! I'm the one who got you your job at the video 
store, which, I don't recall getting a thank-you." 


Steve knew that she knew perfectly well that he had given her a 
thank you after she scored both of them a job at Family Video, 
against all odds. 


"Yeah, not gonna happen. Hey Dustin, can you lean over and tap on 
Mike's window?" Steve asked. 


Dustin reached and tapped the side of the window Mike was next to. 
It rolled down a second later. 


"Hey, how much longer until this thing parks?" Steve called out. 
Silence for a second. 


"Forty-two minutes!" Mike yelled back. 
Steve and Robin groaned. 

Dustin rolled his eyes. 
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Dustin was worried about Kali's plan. Well, not the plan itself, but the 
part involving Kali's powers. 


She managed to keep her concentration long enough to create 
baggage for them other than Dustin and Lucas's backpacks and their 
secret supply of guns, which she also managed to "illusion-ize" 


according to Steve, so that security wouldn't find them. 


She had staged an excuse for her nosebleed, which was to have her 
"accidentally" trip over Steve's legs and fall flat on the ground. She 
wiped it off without any suspicion from outsiders. 


They were in Gate 12, and were to board in five minutes. They were 
just about to round the corner to their gate when Will stopped them. 


"Hey, I'm going to...umm...use the bathroom before we go in. I 
promise I'll be quick," he sprinted away. 


"Okay, we'll find our seats," Steve called after him. 


A/N: Sorry this was such an uneventful and all-over-the-place 
chapter! I know it doesn't really make sense, but I had to find a 
way to get some sort of rising action in there before the big stuff, 
so I had to fill some gaps with this one. And also it's like 1:00 in 
the morning when I'm writing so I'm tired haha. 


8. Chapter 8: Explanations 


Chapter 7: The Return of Two Forces 

Disclaimer: I own nothing! No notes for this one! Enjoy! 
Her coffin was polished red oak with a red silk interior. 

She was dressed in a simple white dress with a black belt. 


A small letter, tearstained, worn from years of being read, rested between 
her hands. 


Her hair, which he remembered that she had always kept cropped short, 
around shoulder-length, was done in a simple half-up-half-down. 


A blood red flower lay gently in her hair. 
Two years ago, she had been fifteen, smiling, happy. 


Now, as he stood above her simple, grey tombstone, he saw her face, lying 
in her coffin in his mind, a smile daring to play on her lips, but he knew 
that was impossible. 


When you die, your muscles stop, too. 


He kissed the picture of her he always brought and set it down on the 
grave. 


He didn't turn around as he walked away. 
Leaving her. 

Small. 

Powerless. 

Fifteen forever. 

Dead. 


"Goodbye, Jane," Michael finally whispered. After two years, he was 


finally free. 
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Will sat up in his seat. That wasn't his usual flashback...that was 
something different. It was like he was seeing a future...but an 
alternate one. One where everything was normal. But the teenager in 
the vision wasn't him...was it Mike? And he said goodbye to 
someone, was it Jane? But...El was Jane. Did she die? 


It was probably just a freak dream. I'm just nervous about going to Russia 
with pretty much no plan. He told himself. Not everything had to be a 
flashback. 


The plane ride had gone well so far. They had boarded with no 
suspicious looks since they all boarded in their assigned groups. Kali 
was able to make luggage long enough for it to be stored in the 
overheard compartments and they all sat down in their assigned 
seats. 


There were three seats in each row on this flight to their layover in 
New York. Will was with El and Mike. Steve, Erica, and Robin were 
in seats behind them, Lucas was between Erica and Max, and Nancy, 
Jonathan, and Kali all sat together. 


How they managed to get seats next to each other, Will didn't know, 
but Kali was a genius. 


His stomach was filled with jitters. He had called the Wheelers' house 
but no one answered. He tried again and again and again until he 
heard that their flight was boarding and he had to rush back to their 
gate. 


El had quickly asked him before Mike sat down how it went and he 
shook his head. 


"She didn't answer." 


Even now, as she talked to Mike, Will could see the worry in her 
eyes. He looked out the window at the clouds around the plane. They 
had been at cruising altitude for a while now, and everyone was 
starting to fidget. Will could see Erica poking Lucas and groaning 


loudly, much to the displeasure of the riders around them. 
The pilot's voice came over the speakers. 


"We are 25 minutes from the Albany International Airport, we will be 
starting our descent shortly so please fasten your seatbelts and remain 
seated." 


Lucas slapped his sister's hand away for the tenth time as he tried to 
talk to Max about the point of the plan they had. She seemed to think 
it had many plot holes and that there was no hope and that they 
would all die. 


Lucas secretly agreed. Kali's plan just seemed like a "hit and run" type 
of thing. For instance, how would they find this Russian base? Sure, 
El had found places before, but a secret possibly underground base? 
And how would they break in? What would they do once they found 
Brenner and found out what they were planning? 


"I have no clue what will go down, okay? I'm just as lost as you!" 
Lucas admitted. Max sighed. 


"We're doomed," she said, deadpan. 


"Don't-don't say that! We haven't doomed ourselves before and I 
doubt we'll doom ourselves now." 


"In case you haven't noticed, we're not in Hawkins anymore, Lucas! 
Things change! This isn't just the lab or the Upside-Down! This is 
uncharted territory! This is another country's government! Who we 
are at war with!" 


Lucas slumped in his seat. She had a point. 


He looked out the window with Max and watched the clouds, like an 
endless flat sheet. 


He heard a gasp from behind him and he turned in his seat. An 
elderly woman was attempting to shake awake her husband, who 
seemed to have passed out. 


As he looked around, Lucas saw multiple people were passing out 


around him. He began to panic as he saw that the rest of the group 
had noticed what was going on, but none of them felt dizzy or any 
side affects of fainting. 


It all went to hell when the flight attendants passed out in the middle 
of the aisle along with the remaining conscious people besides their 
group. 


Was there a drop in air pressure in the cabin? Why weren't they 
feeling anything? 


"What's going on?!" Nancy cried. "Is the pilot still awake?!" 


Lucas sprinted from his seat and into the cockpit, afraid of what he 
might find. 


Both the pilot and copilot were knocked out as if they had been 
dosed with anaesthesia. 


He ran back to find the gang, all of them, up from their seats 
panicking. 


"Try to contact the ground!" 

"No! Try to drop the oxygen masks!" 

"Guys-" 

"What are we going to do about the plane?!" 
"Guys-" 

"We're all gonna die!" 

"GUYS!" Will yelled. "Look!" 


He raised a shaky hand toward the windows. All their heads turned 
to see a line of swirling shadow weaving between the clouds as if it 
were trying to engulf the plane. 


"Holy shit!" Steve cried. "Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!" 


The darkness pounded on the windows like it wanted to get in. 


"El, can you do anything?" Mike asked and turned to face where she 
had previously been standing. 


But El was gone. 


"Did anyone see her leave?! Is she in the bathroom or something?!" 
Mike cried out. 


But everyone else was silent. 
For the roar of the plane's engine had stopped. 
And they had begun to plummet. 


"Shit! SHIT!" Dustin screamed. Max was as pale as snow and was 
gripping Lucas's hand so hard it cut off his circulation. Lucas had his 
other arm around Erica, who, for once, didn't protest. 


Nancy and Jonathan were hugging and Steve and Robin were 
grabbing each other's arms like five year olds would when seeing a 
clown for the first time. 


Mike had bolted up to the cockpit and flipped as many switches, 
pulled as many levers, and pushed as many buttons as he could, but 
nothing was working. 


Will, on the other hand, was yelling for a different reason. He had 
been looking out the window when they had begun to fall, which had 
been around twenty horrible seconds ago, and as he turned away 
from the window, he had seen El's terrified face, choking in the 
shadows, before it was whisked away by the cold, dark tendrils. He 
had raced to the window and was calling her name again, trying to 
see through the darkness, but nothing came through. 


"ELEVEN! ELEVEN!" He screamed until his voice grew hoarse. 


How much longer until they all died? A minute? Would they burn 
up? They hadn't started their descent yet when they had started to 
plummet, so they were still at cruising altitude when they had begun. 
But now...even after thirty seconds, who knows how close Death 
was? 


Eleven, meanwhile, was fighting for her own life. She had been 
standing next to Mike right after Lucas dashed into the cockpit. She 
had felt a sort of tingly feeling, as if someone was behind her. 


Then, she felt the same feeling she felt that day at school, like a hand 
was forced over her mouth and jerking her away from where she 
was. 


Next thing she knew, she couldn't breath, couldn't think, couldn't see, 
could only hear the scream of shadows around her. It was only when 
she got a glimpse of the outside of the plane with Will looking 
through the window-and a gasp of air-that she realised what was 
happening. 


When the plane started to sink, and the shadows with it, she knew 
she had to save them. But how? 


Her lungs had screamed for air before, but now she was so weak they 
could only beg. 


She flailed, she kicked, she silently screamed, "What do you want from 
me?!" 


She felt her leg kick something hard. The plane wing! She thrust her 
arms out and grasped the edge of the wing with her hands. 


How long had it been? Thirty seconds? Forty? That was forty seconds 
too long. 


Then, she got an idea. 
There was darkness. 
There was noise. 
There was hope. 


El closed her eyes. She didn't know who to wish to see, to contact, to 
hope for salvation, until she opened them again, and entered The 
Void. 
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Hopper was dying. 


He could feel it. The atmosphere was finally getting to him. The near- 
starvation and cold were finally settling in. 


Even though he remembered everything, he felt himself slipping 
away. 


Day by day. 
Hour by hour. 
Second by second. 


That's why, when he heard her voice again, he thought he was 
hallucinating. 


"DAD?! DAD PLEASE ANSWER ME!" 


Hopper looked up. Her voice seemed to be radiating from 
everywhere, filling every surface of this horrible, demonic place. 


"El?" He whispered weakly. He imagined the word stretching far 
beyond the boundaries of the Upside Down. He imagined it bouncing 
off every nook and cranny and into her mind. She was here. 


But he couldn't see her this time. 
"El!" He said, louder this time, energy suddenly filling his body. 


"DAD! DAD, IT'S REALLY YOU!" El's relived sobs filled the room and 
stabbed at his heart. 


"It's me, kid...it's me..." Hopper took in a deep breath. 


"DAD, PLEASE YOU HAVE TO HELP! WE'RE ON OUR WAY TO 
RUSSIA! THE PLANE IS CRASHING! THE SHADOWS HAVE GOT ME! 
PLEASE, DAD! HELP!" 


"What?!" He coughed. "Russia?! Shadows?!" 


"DAD, PLEASE!" 


"What should I do?!" He called out. He hated sitting there, hopeless, 
dying, unable to help the person who kept him going every day. 


"I DON'T KNOW! I DON'T KNOW! JUST PLEASE DO SOMETHING!" 


What's something?! He wanted to scream. He wished he could get up 
and save them-all of them-even stupid Mike! 


"El, just hold on a little longer, okay?! I'll figure out a way to get to-" 
"DAD! DAD THE SHADOWS ARE LEAVING! YOU HAVE TO RUN!" 
"Why?! You can steady the plane now! They've left! El-" 


"THEY'RE COMING STRAIGHT TOWARD YOU, DAD! YOU HAVE TO 
RUN!" 


Hopper tried to stand up and his knees buckled. He tried again and 
heard the rush of approaching wind. 


No...not wind...shadows. 

They burst through every crack in the house, the windows, the doors, 
the floorboards, and swerved right toward him, swirling around him 
in a tornado of darkness and destruction. 

"NO! DAD! RUN!" 


The shadows formed a faceless form, a monster. 


It seemed to speak, but the words seemed to come from far away, 
drifting in and rotating around him. 


"Get out. We do not want you here." 
He heard a last cry of, "NO!" from El. 
Then the darkness consumed him. 
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He awoke on a cold floor. The air was crisp and cold. But not the evil 
cold...the one that comes with snow. 


He felt something beneath him, but not the horrible vines he was 
used to. 


It felt almost like clothes. 


He tried to look up at his surroundings, but he couldn't get his vision 
to focus. 


He sat up. 


The smell that filled his nose was not toxic, nor unpleasant. It almost 
smelled like wood and perfume. 


That was when his vision cleared. 
Hopper looked around. This was not the Upside Down. 
He inhaled sharply once he realised where he was. 


He was in El's room. Not in the Upside Down. Her real room. And he 
was sitting on top of one of her leftover shirts from Max's makeover. 


He must've been dead. That was the only possible solution to what 
was happening right then. He was dead and this was Heaven. 


He tried to stand. He could, but his whole body ached. He wanted to 
fall down again. 


If I'm dead, why is it painful? 


He took a cautious step forward and opened the door that led out of 
El's room. 


The house was exactly how they had left it. 


Well...not exactly. Clearly, the Mind Flayer had literally destroyed 
his cabin. 


But if he was dead, shouldn't his cabin be in good condition too? 


Hopper touched his old couch and jerked his hand back. Tiny shards 
of glass had embedded themselves into the fabric and had cut his 
finger on contact. 


He was bleeding. 
Real blood. 
Never before had he been so happy to see blood. 


He wasn't dead. He went as fast as his body would allow to his old 
room. 


He put on fresh, clean clothes and his old jacket. He felt the fabric 
and sighed. 


He wasn't dead. 
Then he saw himself in the mirror. 


His face was thin, bloodless, eyes sunken. But most worrisome of all, 
he had a beard. 


"Yeah, that's gonna go," he said aloud. 


So it did. He went into his bathroom and took his first shower in 
months and then shaved off whatever shit decided it could invade his 
face when he was in the Upside Down. He closed his eyes and smiled. 


He was home. 


But then he remembered El. And how she might be dead at that very 
moment. 


And he almost charged out the door. 


Then he remembered he didn't have a car. It was either stuck at 
Starcourt mall or off in some dealership somewhere. 


But surely a plane crash would be on the news? 


Hoping, praying there was nothing that would meet his eyes, he 
frantically flicked on the tv and turned the channels until he reached 
the news channel. 


"...only survivors appear to be two girls who seem to be bleeding from 
their noses, four young boys, four other girls, and a college-aged boy. 


They all seem to know each other and are currently being held at the 
Albany International Airport in New York where the plane miraculously 
crashed until a parent or relative is contacted. They refuse to give out any 
personal information to the officers interviewing them and-" 


Hopper stood up so fast he was dizzy. She was alive. She was alive. 
She was alive. 


"El?" He called out, hoping she could still be listening. 
No answer. 


He decided then and there that he would walk to the nearest airport 
if he had to, he just had to get to his daughter. 


"Hello? Guys, are you here?" 
A worried voice came from outside. 


"Shit!" Hopper muttered as he put his hand on the gun he had 
transferred from his Russian guard uniform to his holster. It had long 
since run out of bullets, but whoever was out there wouldn't know 
that. 


"Will? El? Mike? Did you guys come here?" 
Wait...he knew that voice. 
He slowly walked toward the front door. 


Was it really who he thought it was, or was he just hallucinating this 
entire scenario? 


Footsteps drew closer to his front door and he heard the doorknob 
click as if it were trying to turn. It was locked. 


Hopper, as quietly as he could, turned the lock to unlock it. He pulled 
the door open. 


"Holy shit..." 


Next thing he knew, Hopper was holding an extremely confused 


Joyce Byers as she tried not to cry and tried to figure out whether she 
was insane or not. 


",..Hopper...?" 

"Yeah, it's me..." 

"But...but how-" 

"TIl explain everything. Later. Okay?" 
"Okay..." 


He shut the door and led her into El's room, the only place the glass 
didn't reach besides the bathroom and his own room. He sat her 
down on the mattress and held her again. 


This time, she did cry, and a few tears came from his side of the 
embrace as well, as much as he would deny it later. 


He closed his eyes and let the moment last. He was back. El was 
okay. And he was now embracing his...his eyebrows furrowed. 


He had no clue what to call her. 


But he didn't have to think as he kissed the top of her head and dried 
her tears away. 


"Hey," he mumbled. "What's new?" 
She laughed to cover up a sob. 
"How are you here?" She asked him, voice shaking. 


He wrapped an arm around her. A cracking noise was heard from 
outside, but he assumed it was just the wind. 


"I could ask you the same question considering where our kids are." 


She immediately went into the state he had seen her in most, 
panicked, maybe a little crazy, but cute. 


"What do you mean? I've been looking for them! They said they were 


just going to the arcade for a couple hours but it had been more then 
that and-and I searched everywhere, the arcade, the school even 
though it's Christmas break Lucas's, Dustin's, Max's! I wasn't sure 
where to look next so I went here as a last resort before I was going 
to go to the lab and-" 


"Did they say the Hawkins arcade or an arcade in Russia?" Hopper 
knew he shouldn't be adding to her frazzled attitude, but was there a 
light way to put that? 


"Wh-what?" She looked at him as if he might take it back. 


"El contacted me through The Void. She told me that they were on a 
plane to Russia and that it was about to crash-" 


"What?!" 


"-and that the shadows had gotten her and then they went away and 
went after me-" 


"What?!" 
"Next thing I know, I wake up here and the news is reporting it-" 
"It was that bad?!" 


"It was a plane crash, Joyce!" Hopper sighed. "The reporter said they 
all survived, I freaked too, but they're okay. They're being kept at 
Albany Airport in New York until they can contact their parents or 
relatives, but they won't give out any information to them." 


She looked at him. Hopper could practically see her complicated 
thought process she was going through at that moment, deciding 
whether she should just flip out or flip out and then go get her kids. 


"It's a lot of freakin' shit, I know-" 
Joyce stood up and faced him. 


"I am going to get to that airport...and I am going to kill them...all of 
them," she said flatly. 


"I don't doubt it," Hopper half-laughed as he stood up, too. "But 
there's no doubt in my mind that this crash wasn't a normal one. I 
don't know why they're trying to get to Russia, but this crash was to 
prevent them from getting there. You're not getting on a plane alone 
in case the same thing happens again." 


"Fine. But only because it's your kid too." 
Hopper suppressed a grin. 


"TIl be out in a minute, I'm going to get some supplies," he said as she 
walked to the front door. 


He had just barely been able to grab his pack of extra bullets when 
she screamed. 


He ran, strength returning after being in the fresh atmosphere, out 
his front door and stopped dead. 


"What the hell?!" He exclaimed. 


Two dozen thick, black vines were shooting out of a gaping crack in 
the ground outside, which was emitting what looked like blue toxic 
clouds, almost like exhaust. 


Joyce stood in front of the scene, coughing from the toxins, which 
seemed to fill the air so that Hopper began to cough, too. 


Then, the vines turned and shot right at her. 
"Joyce, get away from there!" 


But she stood, frozen in place. Hopper was glad he grabbed his spare 
bullets before he raced out of the house after he heard her scream. 


He loaded his gun and shot at the nearest vine to her, which was a 
few inches away. She jerked away from the shot of the gun and 
tripped over a vine behind her. 


The air around her was now tinged blue. She was coughing and 
looked as if she were about to collapse. 


Hopper raced down the steps and grabbed her from the ground and 
away from the vines. He took her keys and set her in the passenger 
seat of her car as he started it up and sped away from the scene 
behind them, but not before seeing the vines retreat and the crack 
seal. 


"This is why you don't do things alone," He panted as he drove. He 
knew he sounded like a hypocrite from all the years he had spent 
alone...but he didn't care. "It's gone now, okay?" 


Once out of the woods, he pulled over for them both to catch a 
breath. 


"Are you okay?" He turned to Joyce. She nodded. 
"Just a little dizzy," she said weakly. 
"Yeah, understatement of the year." 


She was pale, shaky, and kept glancing back, as if she expected a new 
group of vines to attack. 


She looked like anyone would if they spent even a few seconds in the 
Upside-Down. 


But she wasn't in the Upside Down. They were in their world. Which 
was even scarier. They didn't know what had happened. And Hopper 
knew what it was like to be in that place. It was exactly how she was 
feeling, getting worse and worse every day. 


"Hey," Hopper looked at her pointedly. "Are you okay?" He asked 
again. 


"Yeah...I'm fine. Just a little shaken, that's all..." she took a deep 
breath. "How people survive that place, I don't know." 


"If anyone would survive, it's you," Hopper said. "Now answer my 
question honestly this time." 


"Really, I'm fine!" 


"You're cute when you're lying," Hopper said. 


She glared at him, but it couldn't hide the smile tipping her lips up in 
that adorable way it always did. 


Her expression grew serious. "What was that thing?" 


"I don't know...and I don't like it...it was almost like that place was 
trying to take over. As if it wanted to turn Hawkins into that realm," 
Hopper muttered. 


She nodded. "It was like it was branching out...those vines..." 
"Yeah." 


"Once we get our kids, we'll look into it. We can't let anything else 
happen. We can't let whatever plan El and the others are trying to 
stop succeed," Joyce looked at him. 


"It's kind of funny...not the situation, obviously, but...it kind of feels 
like old times, doesn't it?" Hopper said. "Solving mysteries of 
alternate dimensions filled with demon-monsters, you know, just like 
old times." 


Joyce smiled and leaned over and put her head on his shoulder. He 
wrapped an arm around her. 


"Yeah," She said. "Just like old times." 
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Mike held El close in the airport seat as she freaked out in front of 
him. 


"What happened? How did we survive? What was that thing? How-" 
"El," Mike said softly. "You saved us! It was all you!" 


Everyone inside the plane had gotten into their seats and buckled 
their seatbelts, clutching the hand of the person next to them as they 
closed their eyes, prepared for death. 


But then the shadows cleared as they were around 200 feet from 
collision. 


Mike had frantically looked out the window to try to spot El, and saw 
her gripping the wing of the plane, how she could have breathed up 
in the atmosphere before, he had no idea, but he watched desperately 
as she clung to the wing, eyes closed, mouth moving fast. She looked 
as if she were calling out to someone. 


But who? 


It was deathly quiet inside the plane as the last few seconds of their 
life whizzed by... 


Until the plane levelled out... 
And flew straight. 
"Eleven!" Nancy called out as she saw what was going on. 


Heads turned as the dumbfounded kids saw El, now standing on top 


of the plane wing, arms outstretched, screaming, bleeding, saving 
them. 


"EL!" Mike yelled. "EL, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!" 
Of course, she didn't hear him. 


But she seemed to know where to go. Passers by looked up as the 
plane rose up to above building height and jerked around the sky, 
flying right toward the airport. 


No one saw a fourteen year old girl steadying it out. 


Everyone was cheering her on from inside the plane, glancing around 
to see if any of the other passengers had awoken from their shadow- 
induced trance. 


The airport was in sight now, and Eleven Hopper looked ready to 
pass out. Her arms were like lead, her legs, she wasn't sure if they 
were still there. Blood poured from both her nostrils, her ears rung, 
her head felt light. 


All of a sudden, she felt the rush of her powers leaving her...and she 
toppled off the plane wing. 


"MIKE! HELP! WILL! ANYBODY! HELP!" 


She fell down, screaming all the way as she watched the plane begin 
to fall again, too. 


She closed her eyes as she prepared for collision. She couldn't watch 
all her friends die seconds before she did. 


She felt herself hit the ground and her body crumple as her eyes 
rolled back into her head and she couldn't sense anything more. 


She had awoken in Mike's arms. 


He had told her that they told the police officers that she was out 
there, that she had tried to open the emergency exit and had fallen 
out right before they crashed. 


They all refused to let any medics examine her, and no one could 
touch her except Mike. 


"Mike...?" El had asked, tasting blood. "What...happened?" 


"You're okay, El. I don't know how, but you're okay. No broken bones, 
no head injuries besides a concussion, you're perfect." 


He kissed her lips and wiped the blood off her face. 
"No," El said. "What happened to you guys?" 


Mike almost laughed. She fell off a plane and she was worried about 
them. 


"Everyone else...everyone else besides us died, El. All the other 
passengers. Our friends are okay, but the others didn't make it... 
everyone is at the gate where we were supposed to exit the plane 
now, getting asked dozens of questions from the police. Our plane 
crashed into the runway of one of the vacant lines. We're at the 
Albany International Airport now." 


El looked up. "I couldn't save all those people." 


Mike pulled her close. "No one could, El. It wasn't your fault. It was 
the shadows that came, not you, do you hear me? Not. You." 


"Promise?" El looked at him with her soft brown eyes. 
"I promise, El." 
"Where are we? In the airport I mean." 


"The employee bathroom. I know it sounds gross but I needed an 
excuse to get away and clean you up without the medics getting all 
suspicious," Mike said sheepishly. 


She tried to sit up and felt dizzy. She tried to play it off casually, but 
Mike saw right through it. 


"How are you feeling?" He asked her. 


"How are you feeling, Mike?" El turned it around. "I haven't asked yet. 
I've asked about the others but not you." 


Mike sighed. "I keep thinking you're gonna slip away, like the 
shadows are going to come back and take you from me. I can't lose 
you again, El. I just...I just can't!" 


El touched his cheek. "Mike," She whispered. "Nothing could drag me 
away if it had the powers of a hundred Mind Flayers. Feel better?" 


Mike smiled. "Yeah, thanks El." 


They sat in silence until El spoke up again. "What are we going to do 
now?" 


"Well, the police are gonna go and discuss what they think they 
should do, and when they do, we were thinking of bolting," Mike 
said. "It's not a good plan but we just need to get as far away from 
here as possible." 


El nodded. "I don't know what happened out there, Mike, I'm sorry-" 
"Sorry?! What are you sorry for?!" Mike exclaimed. "You saved us!" 


El grinned. "Thank you. Let's go back to the others now. I think I can 
walk." 


She tried to stand a few times, and on the fourth she succeeded. They 
walked to gate 18, where the only people there were their group of 
friends and a bunch of police officers and doctors who were 
examining everyone except Kali, who had clearly warned them to 
stay away. 


"Finally!" Dustin exclaimed when he saw them. "It's been like, four 
hours!" 


"Three, Dustin, three," Mike said. 


They sat down and the police officers started to come over to them, 
but seemed to change their minds and turned around. They began to 
converse quietly in front of them. 


Will, Jonathan, Nancy, Max, and Kali were converged around them. 
"El, that was amazing!" Max grinned. El grinned back. 

"I do dabble in my talents." 

Will hugged her and whispered, "You okay?" 


"Actually..." El admitted. She sat up. "The reason I fell...it was 
because I felt my powers rushing out of me, like they were leaving 
again. I...I think they're gone again." 


Everyone stayed silent. Then Nancy spoke up. 


"Well you just got your powers back, right?" She said in a hushed 
voice. "Maybe you just used all your strength. They probably need 
time to get back up to where they were before, like in the beginning 
when you needed little breaks after using them." 


El hoped that was the case. 
"Yeah, I'm sure that's it," Jonathan said reassuringly. 


She nodded. The cops started to converse louder than before, and the 
kids stopped talking. 


"..a plane coming in from Indiana in a few hours, maybe their 
parents saw the news and are on one of those? They would be able to 
get emergency tickets if it were their kids." 


"How do they know we're from Indiana?" El asked, wide-eyed. 


"The only information they practically forced us to give was where 
we were from. We just said Indiana but we didn't say where," Max 
said. 


"What are emergency passes?" 


"I don't know...I've heard sometimes that if you have a family 
emergency or something like that, they can get you a ticket on a full 
plane and someone can give up their seat," Nancy said. "Let's hope no 
one did." 


00000 
~A couple hours later~ 


Jonathan sat with Will anxiously. An hour and a half before, the cops 
had said that the plane they had previously discussed had taken off, 
and now it was about to arrive. 


Everyone sat in silence. Only Erica looked bored. 


"What if Mrs. Wheeler saw the news?" Will whispered to him. "What 
would we say?" 


Jonathan looked at him. "I have no idea." He exchanged a nervous 
glance with Nancy before returning to fiddling with his shirt collar. 
They had planned on running, but the officers and airport workers 
hadn't let them out of their sight. 


A couple minutes later, they saw a plane land in the gate next to 
theirs. 


"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!" Will whispered next to him. 
Jonathan chuckled. 


"You have no idea how funny it is to hear my baby brother say that," 
he said, trying to lighten the mood. "Hey," he noticed Will glancing 
around. "We don't know if anyone is on that plane that we know. It 
could just be a bunch of random people." 


Will nodded and swallowed hard. 


Soon, people started to come out of the gate, luggage in tow. They 
were all in a big bunch, but the people that they could see didn't look 
anything like anyone they knew. 


Erica sat up. "Hey, isn't that your mom?" She asked to Will and 
Jonathan. 


Will looked around in terror. 


"Relax, I'm sure it's just a joke," Jonathan said. But he glanced over, 
too. And Erica wasn't lying. 


Their mom was looking frantically around her, it was only a matter 
of time before she spotted them all in the next gate over. She was 
standing next to someone with his back turned to them, but he 
looked oddly familiar. 


"Oh shit," Will whispered again as their mom's eyes landed on the 
police officers and all of them sitting there. 


Will closed his eyes and braced himself for the yelling. 


And that was what Joyce had planned to do, she honestly did. But 
they all looked traumatised. El still had a little bit of leftover blood 
on her face. She had told Hopper to stay over at the other gate and 
stay hidden until she was done getting them so they didn't freak in 
front of the police. 


She recognised the sight of a girl El had described to her in detail as 
her lost sister, right down to the purple streak in her hair. 


But she couldn't tell at them. Oh, they were still grounded, but she 
just...couldn't. 


Jonathan stood up as she walked toward them and said, "Mom, 
please, we can explain all of this-" 


But she just wrapped him up in a hug. 


She didn't know what had happened, but clearly it had left them all 
scared, alone, and in trouble. 


"Mom?" Will's voice said from behind her. "I tried to call you, like, a 
dozen times but-" 


"We'll talk about this somewhere else, okay?" She whispered to him. 
"Right now, all of you are coming with me after I speak to the 
officers." She said louder. 


Joyce walked over to the cops, who were looking at her like they had 
never seen a crazier person in their lives. 


In truth, they probably hadn't. 


But after a long discussion, the cops let them go, but they said that 
they would be under suspicion when they investigated the crash of 
the plane. 


She led them away with a look over her shoulder at Hopper, who 
knew to follow them. 


They walked out of the entrance in silence, not sure what was going 
to happen next. They exited the airport and Joyce led them to an 
alley a couple buildings away. 


Everyone waited. 

"Okay," Joyce said. "What. The. Hell. Were you all thinking?!" 
Everyone spoke at once. 

"Kali came-" 

"Brenner's alive-" 

"The Russians were planning to-" 

"It was stupid, but-" 


"Alright!" She held up a hand. "One at a time so I can actually 
understand your insane thought processes!" 


El spoke. "Kali came last night and told us that she had seen Papa-I 
mean Brenner-with some Russians in a secret Russian base. She said 
they were planning something to do with the portal. Something like, 
'making the future,’ was that it?" She turned to Kali, who nodded. 
"And I told everyone about seeing Brenner in The Void that day at 
school, and we all agreed we had to stop him. Kali used her powers 
to make tickets for us to use, and passports, too just in case, and we 
were planning on going to Russia with a couple layovers and then-" 
she stopped. 


"That's...as far as we got..." Will admitted. 


Joyce took a deep breath. "Well...we all know what's happening now, 
don't we?" 


They all nodded. "Will, Jonathan, you are grounded once we get back 
home." 


"What about me?" El asked. "Aren't I grounded, too?" 
"She's not gonna ground you if you fell of a plane!" 
"You guys crashed in a plane!" 

"What?!" 


They all turned to Mrs. Byers sheepishly. They had forgotten a tiny 
detail. 


"Umm...so...these weird shadows kind of came...and everyone on the 
plane except us got knocked out...and they took El...and the plane 
started to fall...so El used her powers to save the plane...and then she 
felt her powers leave...and she fell off the plane wing..." Will 
mumbled. "And the plane kinda sorta crashed into an old runway." 


"If it were within my power, I would lock all of you in your rooms 
and never let you out," Joyce said. "But El, to answer your question, I 
can't be the one to decide if you are grounded or not anymore." 


El's brow furrowed worriedly. What did she mean? Was she giving up 
on El because of what happened today? 


"W-why not?" Mike stuttered, clearly wondering the same thing. 


"Well, it's easier to explain if you see for yourselves," she suppressed a 
smile as she watched them look around, confused. 


Then El froze. 

And ran around the corner. 

Where Hopper was casually leaning against a wall. 
"D-Dad?!" El choked. 


"Hey, kid," Hopper said and pulled her in so tight she couldn't breath 
as she cried into his shoulder. 


"What...what are you doing here?!" She asked. Everyone stared in 
shock at the man they believed to be dead for so many months who 
had now shown up in New York looking even more worse for wear 
than Will did when he came back from the Upside Down. 


"TIl explain on the way, kid," Hopper did his best to keep from 
breaking down and crying just like El did. "There's a lot of stuff I 
need to explain." 


There wasn't a dry eye in the group as they watched the two reunite. 


"But just so you know," Hopper said. "You are grounded until you 
turn 47." 


El laughed as they broke the hug. Mike instinctively took three steps 
away from El as she stood next to him. 


"Wait..." Lucas stood very still. "What happens when they find the 
guns in our backpacks...?" 


Everyone turned and glared at him as the two parents exchanged 
looks that gave the other one permission to murder the children. 


Lucas held up his hands. "What are you looking at me like that fo- 
oh...damn it...sorry, guys..." 


"Your stupid, idiotic, dumbass, child brains aside," Hopper growled. 
"What's next?" 


El was still wiping tears from her face as she looked at the father she 
loved and missed more and more every day. She always kept his 
letter with her. It was in her pocket right now. But how was he here? 
How did he get back from the Upside Down? She thought he had 
died when the shadows converged on him! 


Hopper reached over and hugged her again. "Hey, don't cry, alright? 
It's gonna get better now. We're gonna kick some Russian ass." 


El laughed, then looked at him. "But aren't we going back to 
Hawkins? So we can be grounded until we turn 47?" 


"Eventually," Joyce said. 


"But on the way here, we were talking, and we realised that your 
plan wasn't all bullshit, you just did it with no actual...plan. And no 
adult supervision. So we figured we would contact Dr. Owens and see 
if he could meet us in Russia with some of the military, and they 
could help us break in," Hopper said. 


"Military? No offence but that didn't go that well last time you called 
them! They arrived a couple minutes too late if you ask me!" Erica 
said with an eyebrow raised. "Don't you agree?" Lucas kicked her. 


Hopper cleared his throat as the group, even Joyce and El, held back 
laughs. 


"Well...erm...yes. Which is why we would be flying in a military jet 
with them, to make sure they actually get there on time." 


"Those Russian bastards could shoot us out of the sky!" Erica argued. 
"Erica, shut up!" Lucas kicked her again. 


"No, I won't shut up! This seems like a pretty good plan at first 
glance, but there are so many possible things that could go wrong, 
the chances of us succeeding to cross the ocean are slim!" 


"No offence, Erica, but you didn't think of this when we were three 
thousand feet in the air and flying to a different country?!" Dustin 
exclaimed. 


Erica shut up. 


"Okay, before we do anything we regret," Nancy said. "Let's relay our 
information back to each other, explain our situation in more detail." 


"Especially you," El said to Hopper, tugging on his arm. 
He looked down grimly. "Fine, but you're not gonna like it!" 


They decided to go inside an old warehouse they could see a few 
buildings across from them just in case anyone was listening to them. 


The place was dusty, but it would do. They all sat down, El leaning 
on Hopper's shoulder, as he began to explain the phenomenon that 


was his existence. 


"When we were down in that base, I had just-erm-there was a Russian 
guard who...fell into the machine and I happened to be standing 
there...and the machine started to malfunction, spit lightning and 
spin and shit. It was clearly going to explode whether we closed the 
gate or not, and I didn't have enough time to get out of the way. I 
obviously didn't want to get burnt to a crisp, so I decided that 
jumping into the gate before it closed was better than death, but no 
one saw me, and I made my way to my house and found some 
leftover food and water from before, and I used that for a while until 
I heard El and Will talking like they wanted to run from something. I 
saw some sort of light that was emitting your voices and I used it to 
tell you not to run, but then it closed and I heard El calling for me 
but she couldn't see me. I woke up and saw more food left there for 
me, still have no idea how that crap got there, but then I started to 
get weaker and I couldn't move at all and then I heard you again, El, 
today, when you were in trouble on the plane. After you told me the 
darkness was coming, it attacked me and I woke up in my cabin in 
this world. I got some fresh clothes, freshened up, and I saw the plane 
crash on the news and J-Mrs. Byers found me when she was looking 
for you and we came to get you," Hopper said, deciding not to 
mention the Upside Down encounter. "And ubh...that's it." 


"But what about the-" Joyce started. 


"Son of a bitch, Joyce, really?" He groaned. "Before we left there were 
these vines that tried to come after us but we got away. There. The 
end." 


"Wow. You made that entire ordeal of your last months seem a lot less 
horrible than it was," Joyce said. 


He glared at her. "Maybe I did that for a reason." 
"They've been through enough hell to know everything, Hopper." 
"I want to know, Dad," El said. 


He grumbled a few choice words and sighed. 


"I almost died, alright? I pretty much starved to death and the toxins 
in the atmosphere were starting to destroy me, too. And a pack of 
demo-dogs almost tore me apart, and when I got back, I cut my hand 
on some glass. You happy?" 


"You still forgot one thing," Joyce said. 
Hopper glared. "Technically, that happened to you." 


The banter continued and El exchanged a knowing glance with Will 
and Jonathan as they listened to their parents argue like an old 
married couple. 


"Fine," Hopper resented after it became clear she wasn't going to 
resent herself. "Before we left to get you little-children-we went 
outside and there was a huge crack in the ground, and it was letting 
out some sort of...gas, was it? And thick black vines were coming out 
of it and trying to attack, and I shot at them and we got in the car 
and drove away, but as we were driving, the crack sealed and the 
stuff went away." 


He looked at Joyce expectantly, waiting for her to say something 
contradicting. 


"That's...wow," Mike said. 


"Okay, your turn. Tell me why you thought you could just save a 
plane by yourself, and more importantly, how you could breath, and 
how you survived that freefall!" Hopper looked at El. 


She took a deep breath and began. 
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All hell was loose inside the old warehouse. 


Hopper was yelling at El, who was yelling back, Joyce was trying to 
calm them both down, Kali looked as though she was debating 
whether to send Hopper flying or to let El settle her business with the 
strange man, and the others, except for Mike, who was a little bit 
behind El in case things got messy, were standing around awkwardly 
as the two yelled. 


"You could've been killed!" 


"But I wasn't! I knew I wouldn't be! And even if I was, I would've still 
saved everyone else! Including you!" 


"Do you think I give a shit about what happens to me?! As long as you 
were safe, I don't give a damn if I die or not!" 


"Well I care!" 
"-Guys, please-" 


"And that shadow thing?! What if it took you? What if it killed your 
friends after it got you?! What if I wasn't there that day at your school 
when you contacted me?! I didn't want to tell you this, but a pack of 
demodogs we're trying to get through the portal before I got there!" 


"Then I would've handled it! I just wanted to get you back!" 

"By flying to motherfuc-" 

"Hopper!" 

".to Russia?! Alone, with no adults?!" 

"The Russians are planning something, Dad! And Papa is with them!" 


Hopper heard the hitch in her voice. He knew she had called Brenner, 
"Papa," just to spite him, but it still hurt her and brought back 
memories. 


He took in a breath and exhale slowly. 
"I just don't want you in danger," he told her. 


"Mike checked me for injuries after the plane. He held me until I 
woke up. I was fine after that." 


He saw Mike wince behind her and was satisfied that he was scared 
of him. But the kid really was there for El when she needed him, 
whether she told him she needed it or not. And he was thankful for 
that. 


"And that's great, but that won't solve all our problems. For one, you 
don't even know where the base is, and two, you're a bunch of 
American kids walking around Russia. Not suspicious at all." 


"That's what I thought, too!" Steve said from a corner. Everyone shot 
him looks and he pulled his hair over his face and shut up. 


El folded her arms and harrumphed. As hard as it was to admit, he 
was right. They wouldn't have survived on their own. Mike stepped 
closer to her and put his hand on her shoulder. 


"You were pretty badass out there if it makes you feel any better," he 
swallowed hard and met Hopper's eyes. "She saved us. It was pretty 
epic." 


Hopper nodded and reluctantly smiled. 


"I bet it was pretty badass, to tell you the truth," He looked at El, who 
sheepishly smiled. 


"It was," said Will, stepping up next to Mike and El. "She was the 
definition of badass." 


Joyce raised an eyebrow at him and he froze. 


"Sorry," He whispered. Joyce laughed internally. It was funny how he 
thought she didn't know he'd been swearing along with his friends 
since he turned 15 last winter. 


Hopper nudged her. "Hey, at least he's not calling himself a snow 
boof," he said with a smirk 


She looked at him, eyes wide, mouth open, as if he had exposed a 
shocking secret. 


Will, Jonathan, and El exchanged looks. It had become clear to each 
of them a long time ago that their parents had history, but they had 
never heard any information about it, and they suspected that this 
comment was about some sort of event that happened in high school. 


"Mom, what's he talking about?" Jonathan asked. 
"Nothing!" She said quickly. "It's a long story." 


"We've got a few hours before the military get here, more than that 
since you haven't actually called them yet," Will grinned. 


Hopper watched her, still smirking widely. She was tempted to flip 
him off hugely, but then she remembered their current audience. 


"It's just something a friend of ours used to say in high school, that's 
all," Joyce said, glaring at Hopper. 


"Were you so lonely that you considered yourself a friend?" Hopper 
raised his eyebrows, looking like a toddler who just won a fight with 
an older sibling. 


"Spill!" El said, using an expression she had learned from Max. 


"There's nothing to spill, I was just acting stupid and called myself a 
snow boof," Mrs. Byers mumbled, flushing red. 


"Well, ‘acting stupid' is one way to put it. Clearly I'm not the one who 
needs a lesson in leaving out details because I seem to recall much 
more to that story than you're letting on." 


Joyce have him a murderous look that, under different 
circumstances, would've caused him to relent. 


"We really don't have time for this," she grumbled. 


By now, all the others had stopped trying to zone out so as to avoid 
the argument, and now they were extremely interested in the unsaid 
story floating around the room. Including Max, who had inched 
closer and closer to the group of five if you included Mike to get 
more live action, like with horror movies. 


Joyce looked like an animal backed into a corner with all three kids 
begging for answers she didn't want to give. That was an experience 
she wanted to forget. 


Anyone would want to forget their first time being drunk, wouldn't 
they? 


Especially if it was at your winter formal and you were sixteen. 


And there was a lot of nice looking snow your loopy brain wanted to 
jump into. 


Right after you got sick all over your ex-boyfriend's car. 


Who clearly hadn't forgotten, nearly thirty years later about how you 
tried to bury yourself in the snow and call yourself a "leetle snow 
boof," and then fall asleep standing up. 


"C'mon mom! Parents are supposed to love talking about their boring 
childhood!" Will protested when she crossed her arms and mimed 
locking her lips. 


"That makes me want to tell you less!" Joyce exclaimed. 


"Good," a voice said behind them. 


They swivelled around to see a tall dark figure, gun raised, around 
twenty feet away. "Because I would like to leave without any... 
casualties." 


"Who are you?!" Hopper demanded. "What do you want?!" 


Kali and El stepped forward to charge at the man, but Hopper 
grabbed both their arms. 


"Don't. Not yet." 


"That's right," the man said. He had an air of familiarity to both girls, 
but they couldn't place it since they couldn't get a good look at the 
man and his voice sounded as if he had been ripped apart and 
stitched back together again. "We wouldn't want our most precious 
items getting hurt." 


"What are you here for?!" Mike yelled. 


"I thought that was obvious," the figure cocked the gun into place. 
"I'm here for you. Well, not you specifically, but I was told to get 
whoever it takes. Clearly, that is all of you." 


"You can't have her!" Mike screamed. He bolted in front of El and 
shoved her back protectively. "Do you hear me?! You! Can't! Have! 
Her! You take her, you kill me first!" 


"Mike, no!" El twisted his arm so that he turned toward her. "Don't!" 


He shook himself from her grip. The figure laughed a horrible, raspy 
laugh. 


"Take them!" He called out. 
"No, you dirty, cheating, bastard, no-!" 


Scattered screams and cries of pain were the last things they all heard 
and the last noises they made as they each felt gun barrels pressed to 
their head, gloves hands forced over their mouths, and the crack of 
fist against skull. 


Then everything went dark. 
00000 


Hopper awoke on a cold, hard floor in a dark, dark room. He shot up 
as he gained consciousness, thinking he was back in the Upside 
Down, and then immediately regretted it as he felt dizziness pound 
his skull. 


He felt at his surroundings to the best of his ability. Rusted metal 
walls, sturdy metal door, no windows, from what he could tell. Damp 
interior. Somewhere underground. 


The events of the last day flooded his mind and he groaned. Now 
some sickos had them in their secret Russian compound or some 
other hellfire...and they wanted El. 


He stood up, ignoring the rush of pain and headache he received and 
ran to the door, nearly tripping on the outline of some sort of object 
that was in the room with him. 


"El!" He called out. "El! El, can you hear me? El!" 


The door swung open, and what looked like a Russian general walked 
in, flooding the room with light. He closed the door behind him, but 
not before flicking a switch outside the door that turned on a 
lightbulb inside the roomHopper now saw that his "object" was 
actually the unconscious body of Joyce Byers. 


He closed his eyes as the light hit him. 


"Your...El can't hear you. But I can," the general pointed to a security 
camera in the corner. Hopper was briefly reminded of his cell in 
Hawkins lab. At least that had looked nice. 


"Where is she?" Hopper demanded. "Where is El? What do you want 
with her?" 


"She will be safe...for now. She seems to have lost her powers. We 
will just use the other one until she gets them back. Then we will use 
both of them," the guard sneered. "And I suppose you already know 
what we want. To remake the future." 


Remake? El had only said anything about making the future before. 
"Fuck off," Hopper looked at the man, readying himself to punch him. 


The general laughed. "Brave words coming from a man who isn't 
daring enough to express emotions." 


Hopper didn't like the sound of the man. He seemed to know more 
than he was letting on. Or was that a trick? 


"What did you come in here for?" Hopper demanded. 


"Oh nothing particular. Just checking in," the general held up a gun 
and cocked it as he opened the door to keep Hopper from trying to 
escape. "See you soon." 


The door slammed shut and the lightbulb flickered off. Hopper sat 
back down and let out a cry of frustration. Where was El? He needed 
to get to her! He couldn't just sit there while she was in danger! 


He heard Joyce start to stir and he helped her sit up. Before she could 
say a word, he spoke. 


"We're in a Russian compound. They've got El and Kali and want to 
use them for something. Don't know what. They aren't exactly 
specific here. Don't bother calling for Will or Jonathan. They can't 
hear us. I already tried." 


"Hopper...what?" She slurred, still groggy and dizzy. 


"What I just said, that's what. We have to get out of here." He leaned 
in close to her and whispered. "But they have cameras and can hear 
every word. We need to figure out what they're planning and stop it." 


"Mmmhmm," she mumbled, rubbing the bruise where she had been 
knocked out. 


"Joyce, wake up!" Hopper exclaimed. 


He assumed she was glaring at him as she punched him in the arm, 
half missing because of the dark and her dreariness. 


"I am awake, and I'm ready to punch more than just you, so tell me 
what you know!" She punched him again. Clearly she was still mad 
about the snow boof incident. 


"There's this man-" 


But he was interrupted by the said man himself, this time with a 
comrade. 


A girl by the name of Kali stood behind him, gun in hand, dagger 
strapped to her belt. 


A/N: Sorry I didn't update! I left my laptop somewhere else all 
week and I couldn't get it until today so I wasn't able to write or 
post any more! But I will be doing weekly posts as usual, they 
just might end up being on Saturdays instead of Fridays because 
Fridays are going to be the days I update my Jopper fan fiction. 
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Chapter 011: Isolation 


Disclaimer: I own nothing! This is where it starts to get a lot 
darker! Parts of this chapter contain abuse and it gets gory at 
the end! This entire chapter will be dedicated to El! Lots of 
Mileven in this chapter, too! 


Also, to Elijah: It turns out that I actually forgot to upload 
chapter 7 where Hopper gets rescued from the Upside Down! 
That's why it was a little confusing, and I'm so sorry I forgot! I 
went back and fixed it and chapter 7 is now there! 


Enjoy! 
"MIKE!" 


She screamed as they striped her down and changed her into a 
hospital gown. 


"MIKE!" 


She cried out as they tied her hands behind her back and forced her 
into a chair in a cold, white room with machinery everywhere. 


"MIKE!" 


She yelled as a man with pure white hair and a scarred, horrifying 
face that she had seen many times before, only unblemished and 
undamaged entered the room. 


"Hello, 011," the man sneered and shoved a gag into her mouth, his 
voice raspy. 


Even when he said her name it sounded like a number, not a word. 
Mike. 


She needed Mike. 


Eleven's eyes met his. 
And she was taken back. 
Back to the past. 


"You are sick, Eleven. You are sick. But I'm going to make you better. Just 
come with me, I'm going to make you better, I promise." 


Eleven focused on the word 'promise,' Mike's word. 


"Bad," she groaned. She looked at her abusive father. "Bad!" She cried 
again. 


"Mike," She struggled against his arms. "Mike. Mike!" 
A sharp slap brought her back to reality. 

"I said, ‘hello,’ 011!" 

Against the gag in her mouth, El growled at him. 
Doctor Martin Brenner ripped it out. 

"Now, my daughter. Where do we begin?" 


"No!" El screamed. "Not your daughter!" Her head felt like it was 
about to explode. 


"Oh, but you are. You are all mine," the cruel man sneered. 
"What do you want with me?" El groaned. 

Brenner just laughed. 

"My powers are gone!" 


"Oh, 011, they are still there. You may have lost them after falling off 
that plane, but they will come back. And you will. Help. Me." 


Brenner snapped his fingers and a man in a white lab coat entered 
the room holding an electric razor. 


"Do it." 
The man approached El's head with the razor. 


He turned it on and the buzzing echoed. El struggled against her 
binds. 


"MIKE! MIKE!" She screamed his name so loud her voice gave out. 
The man knelt down. 


He moved the razor slowly toward her head. Brenner smoothed her 
hair out of the way. 


"DON'T! DON'T TOUCH ME!" El screamed. Brenner slapped her again 
and she cried out. 


The razor was about to touch her head when she screamed. 


She screamed so loud that a shock wave crashed around the room, 
knocking the man in the white lab coat off his feet and sending him 
crashing into the machinery, knocking him out. 


Brenner, on the other hand, had been knocked against the white wall. 
He stood up, a look of triumph on his face. 


Eleven felt blood pour from her nose and into her mouth. Even 
through her closed lips, she could taste it. It was metallic, horrible, 
blood. 


Martin Brenner walked slowly over to her and wiped the blood off 
her face. 


"They have returned, 011. And now...now it is time to begin." 


He unlocked the handcuffs she had and tipped the chair over, sending 
her tumbling to the floor, smacking her chin down, hard. 


"What...is that?" 
"Oh, that? I just...fell, at recess," Mike told her sheepishly. 


El scanned his face. 


"Mike," She said softly. "Friends don't lie." 


"Fine," he sighed. "I was tripped by this mouth breather, Troy. I don't know 
why I didn't tell you, the whole school knows, it's just-" 


"Mike," she put her hand on his shoulder. "I understand." 


Brenner grabbed her by her hair, which El had managed to save, and 
dragged her into another room, where a Russian general was waiting 
with two guards. They were standing in front of a sensory 
deprivation tank. 


"Ah, good! They've returned!" 


Brenner gave a nod. El cried out as he shoved her into the wall and 
she crashed to the ground. 


"Stand!" The general's thick accent cut across her ears. The guards 
gripped her arms and yanked her up, holding her still and fast. 


"What...do you want?!" Eleven sobbed. 


"We want you to find it," the general got in close to her face, his hot 
breath forcing her to look away. He grabbed her face, his long, 
yellow fingernails digging into her skin so hard she bled, and held 
her in a straightforward position so that she was staring right into his 
black eyes. "We want you to bring it to us." 


"The-the Mind Flayer?" 


"No," the general said so quietly that El could barely hear him. "The 
realm you call 'The Upside Down." 


"No!" El shrieked as the guards threw her onto a platform. It was now 
apparent what Brenner, what the Russians were trying to do. They 
wanted to bring the Upside Down to their dimension. "I won't! I won't 
bring the Upside Down here so you can destroy us!" 


Brenner laughed. "You have no idea what we're capable of. You have 
no idea why we want to use this place. You. Are. Nothing." 


"Then why do you need me?" El spat. 


"Rykes?" Brenner gestured to one of the guards, who hit a button on a 
control panel, and the platform El was on started to rise. 


"Stop!" Eleven shrieked as the other guard shoved an oxygen mask 
over her head. "Mike!" 


The guard stabbed her with a needle filled with a bright red 
substance as the platform began to lower into the tank. 


El cried as she heard the top shut. 


She felt a burning pain shoot through her body, every piece of her 
felt like it was burning in Hell. 


"MIKE!" She called out one last time. "Help." 
Her voice barely more than a whisper, 011 lost consciousness. 
When she opened her eyes, Eleven was in The Void. 


She didn't know what she was looking for, but when she found it, she 
would run far, far away. 


A sharp noise, like a ringing frequency, filled her mind. She 
whimpered and collapsed, writhing and covering her ears. 


"Start walking!" The thick, accented voice of the general bounced off 
over every corner of her brain at rock-concert volume. 


The ringing and the voice went away, and El stood up, panting. 

"I won't!" She called out as loud as she could. 

"You leave us no choice. We must let you see what is happening." 

El heard a cry of pain and a thud. She spun around and screamed. 


Mike was jerking on the ground, bleeding from his mouth and 
shaking. 


"Don't..." He rasped. "Don't you hurt her..." 


El heard a smack and Mike groaned. 


"Stop...stop...please! I can't tell you anything! I won't!" 
His voice was weak. He let out a yelp like he'd been kicked. 
"We're just using him as...persuasion. If he dies, even better." 


"NO!" El ran toward him. "NO! MIKE! MIKE, IT'S ME, EL! MIKE?! 
MIKE PLEASE!" 


Mike yelled out in agony as something El couldn't see hit him. She 
heard the crack of breaking bone and the scream of the one she cared 
for as he cradled his badly broken leg. 


El reached him and tried to touch him. She stretched out her arms, 
ready to embrace him, ready to hold him, kiss him, tell him 
everything would be okay. 


And Michael Theodore Wheeler was whisked away from her. 


Fl let out a guttural cry. Mike was being tortured just to persuade her 
to do what these bad men asked. 


A smacking noise sent El running. 


Was it Mike? 


Not Hopper. Not the one she had only just gotten back. Not when she 
hadn't even had a proper reunion. 


Not when he was the only father she had ever known. 


Hopper was being held at gunpoint by two Russian guards, bleeding 
and bruised, cuts on his arms. Another Russian, someone more 
powerful than a guard, punched him in the jaw and he spat blood 
and coughed. 


"What, that all you got?" He moaned. 


The Russian sneered and punched him again, this time in a way that 
his head snapped back and must have slammed against a wall behind 
him. 


Hopper winced and groaned. Then, someone else stepped into the 
light. 


Kali. 


She held a dagger, already bloodstained, and slashed a deep cut into 
one of the few unbleeding spots on his arm. 


"No!" El couldn't believe it. She wouldn't believe it. Kali? Working for 
the very men she used to kill? Torturing her father just for the 
pleasure of making him and El suffer? 


"Dad!" She cried out as he grabbed his cut, attempting to apply 
pressure. 


"Why are you doing this?" Hopper panted. "Let us go. Let El go. Now." 


His voice was so shaky, so weak, yet so commanding. El was 
surprised that no one cowered back. 


"You have three options," the guard sneered. "We torture her instead, 
Eleven does what we ask, or you die while we make her." 


Hopper looked the guard squarely in the eye. 
"You bastards will have to kill me then." 


"Yes, I suppose we do," the Russian grinned. The guns cocked and El 
heard a muffled scream and a defiant laugh from Hopper. She 
watched the men put their fingers on the triggers. 


"NO!" 


El thrust out her hands and threw herself into the scene, but he, too 
was whisked away in smokey darkness from her. 


El screamed her terrible scream again. 


"WHY?! WHY DO YOU HURT ME?! WHY DO YOU HURT THEM?! 
LEAVE! ME! ALONE!" 


Rage poured out of Eleven Hopper, our of every inch of her, sending 
fiery waves of electricity and power bursting from her body. She 
screamed and everything grew bright around her. 


And then it exploded. 

00000 

El woke up on the floor of The Void. 

She didn't know how much time had passed. 

All she knew was that her friends were probably dead. 
They were dead. 

Dead, dead, dead, dead, dead. 


The ringing came back and El threw her hands over her ears, feeling 
warm blood on her hands. One lick of her lips and she could feel both 
nostrils bleeding, too. 


"Did that convince you, bitch? Will you do what we asked?" 
Eleven sobbed into her hands. 


"Yes!" She shook with her wracking sobs. "Yes! I will do what you 
want! I will do anything!" 


She could feel his twisted smile. 
"Good. Now let's begin." 


El trekked through the Void, not seeing anything worth mentioning 
except silent darkness. 


It reminded her of death. 


Slipping. 


Slowly. 

Dripping. 

Falling. 

Down into the shadowy depths of a grave. 


El's breathing began to come in hitched gasps as she thought of her 
friends that she hadn't seen. 


What if Max? Of Will? Of Lucas and Dustin and everyone else who 
were sitting in those cells right at that second? 


If they were alive. 


El kept moving, thinking that, if she did exactly as the bad men 
asked, her friends and family could be saved. 


In her peripheral vision, an eerie red glow caught her eye. 


She looked to her right and saw a ref light emitting from the floor of 
the Void, about 20 feet away from her. Brenner and the Russian 
general didn't need to tell her to go to it. She walked there herself. 


Eleven reached out her tattooed arm to touch the light, and it burned 
brighter. 


Then, a transformation began. Vines of every shape and size began to 
wriggle out of it. Blue-tinted gas sprayed into her face. She coughed 
and heaved as her body grew weaker and weaker and she fell over in 
front of the light. 


Eleven shrieked as a vine wrapped itself around her leg and started to 
pull her into the light, the burning, blood red light. 


"MIKE!" 
"EL?!" 


El's head shot up. More vines had latched into her now. A shadowy 
figure was crawling on the other end of the Void, wincing in pain. 


"MIKE?! MIKE, IS THAT YOU?!" 
"EL?! EL, WHERE ARE YOU?!" 
"MIKE?!" 

"ELEVEN?!" 


El fought against the vines and tried to use her powers to shove them 
off, but she was too weak from the scream. But she had to get to 
Mike. She had to save him. 


A shrill scream from Brenner startled her with a yelp. 


"GO INTO THE LIGHT! THAT BOY IS A TRICK! A TRICK! A TEST! 
IGNORE HIM!" 


El growled and shoved the voice out of her mind. All of a sudden, the 
vines retreated, leaving her lying there, panting, exhausted. 


But why? 
Why did they let her go? 


El shakily stood up and groaned as she ran toward the figure, his 
identity becoming clearer and clearer as she got closer and closer. 


Mike was bleeding, his leg at an odd angle, but he was crawling 
desperately, trying to find her. 


How did he escape? 


El ran over to him, afraid that if she touched him, he would be taken 
away. 


"Mike!" She yelled. "I'm right here!" 
He jerked his head in her direction, eyes darting frantically around. 
"Mike, can you hear me?" 


"El?" He breathed, his voice barely a whisper. "Are you there?" 


"Yes! It's me! Mike, it's me! I'll find you! Stay safe!" 


Something grabbed El's arm and she felt herself being pulled from the 
Void. 


"STAY SAFE!" She called after him as she felt herself being yanked 
from the darkness and she gasped as someone forced the oxygen 
mask off her face and replaced it with a punch in the cheekbone. 


"You little bitch!" Brenner yelled. 
El glared. 
"Leave. Me. Alone." 


She thrust out a hand and send Brenner flying against the sensory 
deprivation tank. A loud BANG! echoed through the room and 
Brenner slumped down, unconscious. 


The two Russian guards shoved El against the wall and held her at 
gunpoint. She threw herself at the door, pushing against their arms 
with untameable aggression. 


Fuelled by her powers, she send them sprawling on the ground, 
leaving the Russian general defenceless. 


El rounded on him and broke his neck, just like she once had in 
Hawkins lab, knocking the gun from his hands before he even got the 
change to put his hand on the trigger. 


She tried the door. 
Locked. 
Of course. 


El destroyed the lock with ease and burst through the door, calling 
for Mike. 


Guards were everywhere, but El managed to hold them still as she 
ran, fuelled by her adrenaline. 


She gritted her teeth as she saw a trail of blood from around the 
corner. 


Mike. 


She bolted through the hallways, following the blood as it got bigger 
and bigger. Finally, she heard a groan of pain to her right and she 
spun. In a deserted corridor, Mike was struggling to crawl down the 
hall. But he was going the wrong way. 


"Mike! I'm here!" 
Mike spun, his leg bleeding fiercely. 


"El..." he said her name weakly. He have get the smile he reserved 
just for her, but it was twisted with pain. 


"Mike, I'm gonna get you out of here. Just hold on," El was still 
drained from all the energy she had used to escape, but she found the 
strength to carefully pick Mike up with her powers, giving him and 
his twisted leg a cushion of air to float on. 


"El...my leg..." 


"I know, it's okay, I'm going to get help...somehow," El promised. She 
wasn't lying either. She would fix him if it was the last thing she did. 


She kept him only slightly off the ground, just barely hovering and 
keeping his bad leg from grazing the surface. Guards broke free of 
El's hold and shot at them, but in the kerfuffle, they shot each other, 
for their limbs were still adjusting to being able to move after being 
frozen in place. 


El ran harder, feeling her battery draining inside her, her mind 
slipping. 


She saw a dozen signs pointing a dozen different directions, but she 
saw only one to her. 


Injury Treatment. 


"Mike, almost there, okay?" 


"El..." he groaned her name and her heart broke for him. He was 
deathly pale and it was all El could do not to slip on the blood 
coming from his leg, dripping off his pant leg. 


There was no one in the injury hallway, just tan doors and white 
tiles. 


El heard alarms blasting in her ears as the lights flashed red. 
They knew. 
They knew that she and Mike had escaped. 


El found the nearest medical closet and dragged them both inside it. 
It was big. Bigger than she had pictured. It was more of a room than 
a closet. 


Lying Mike gently on the ground, El slumped against the wall, 
scanning the shelves for something she could use to help him. But she 
had no experience and could only remember flashes of pain from 
when she hurt her leg almost six months ago. 


Merry Christmas, she hysterically thought to herself, suddenly 
remembering. But she took one look at Mike and panicked. 


He was pale, so pale he was a discoloured grey. His eyes were dull 
and losing light, he was gripping his leg, face screwed up in pain, 
sweating, shaking. 

"El..." he said shakily. 

"Mike!" El cradled him. "I'm going to save you! Mike! Mike! Mike?!" 


Mike slumped down in her arms, dull and lifeless. 


El frantically listened for a heartbeat. She could see his chest 
shallowly rising and falling. He was alive. 


She gave a relieved sob and stood up, setting him tenderly on the 
ground. 


Gauze. El recognised the word. It was used on her. 


She grabbed as many boxes as possible and ripped them open. She 
saw something black that looked around the size and shape of a leg 
and pulled it over to her, too. El had no idea how to doctor, and she 
didn't want to, but she was going to save Mike. 


She had to. 


El tried to push up Mike's pant leg, but it got caught on something. El 
flinched, trying to pretend t wasn't his bone. 


"For Mike," she whispered to herself as she tried again. 
And then the door of the closet burst open. 


A/N: So this is where our story begins to take a darker turn, with 
deaths and goriness ahead, though maybe not immediately. 
Thanks to all of you if you have stuck this far to chapter 011! I 
hope you enjoy the rest because I might not even be halfway 
done! 


